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The Lincoln High School Timberwolves were on the Kennedy High School Cardinals’ 
forty-yard line with five seconds left to go and no timeouts left.  Down by one point and with the 
game on the line, everyone in the stadium knew that Marcus Hamilton, the Timberwolves’ star 
running back, was going to get the ball.  A snap from the center, a hand-off by the quarterback, 
and he broke through the defensive line, rushing toward the end zone.  The teams stood on their 
respective sidelines, jumping up and down in excitement.  As he approached the end zone, the 
Cardinals’ defense close behind, the crowd roared with enthusiasm: half of them for Marcus to 
score; the other half for the Cardinals’ defense to stop him.  Both marching bands played their 
schools’ respective school songs.  Marcus was sure to score.   
Without warning, a jolt of pain struck deep into Marcus’ skull as if a bomb had exploded 
in his head.  It was sharp, quick and piercing.  His world started spinning and he felt nauseous.  
A burst of energy, like lightning, flashed from his eyes but was hidden by his helmet.  He 
screamed in agony and fell, fumbling the ball.  The Cardinals recovered with five seconds left.  
To the stunned crowd in the capacity-filled stadium, it appeared as if Marcus had simply tripped 
over his feet and fumbled.   
As the pain dissipated, it took him a few moments to regain his senses.  He sat up and 
with a sinking feeling in his stomach, slowly realized what had happened.  The Timberwolves’ 
offense dragged themselves off the field.  Marcus stormed off the field, ripped of his helmet and 
slammed it on the ground, cracking it down the middle.  He yanked his do-rag off of his head.  
The cold nigh air causing steam to rise from his hot, sweaty, shaved head.  He dropped to one 
knee apart from the team.  Alone.  
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The Cardinals’ offense bolted onto the field, ready to take possession of the ball and win 
the game.  The Timberwolves stood on their side of the field and watched as the Cardinals’ 
quarterback took the snap and, five…four…three…two…one.  And just like that, the game was 
over.  No football championship for his senior year and to make matters worse, they lost to their 
school’s bitter rival.  It was the longest five seconds in Marcus’ life.  The Cardinals’ team and 
fans rushed onto the field, celebrating, breaking out into a thunderous roar.  A sea of red and 
white covered the field.  The Timberwolves and their fans, all clad in the school’s brown and 
gold colors, sat in stunned disbelief.  The disappointment and dejection on their side of the 
stadium filled the air 
Coach Bradshaw, the Timberwolves’ coach, and the team congratulated the Cardinals 
and shuffled off the field, heads down.  Marcus walked alone, cursing himself under his breath.  
The team gathered together in the locker room.  It was as quiet as a morgue. The heavy odor of 
musk, sweat, and tears hung in the air. 
 “We win as a team and we lose as a team,” the coach told them in a solemn, post-game 
pep talk, although he glanced at Marcus a few times as he said it.  A few of the other players also 
glanced in Marcus’ direction.  Some openly glared.  The coach continued to talk, emphasizing 
that they shouldn’t be ashamed but should feel a sense of accomplishment for making it as far as 
they did.  But Marcus wasn’t paying any attention.   
What in the hell happened out there?  Wasn’t it my responsibility to win the game?  Yep, 
sure was.  Is it my fault I lost the game for us?  Sure as hell is.  Some football ‘hero.’   
The coach spoke for a few more moments before ordering the team to shower, get 
dressed and go home. 
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Marcus walked to his locker kicked off his cleats and took off his jersey and shoulder 
pads, revealing a tight “Superman” sleeveless muscle shirt underneath.  He put his head down in 
his hands, not wanting to make eye contact with anyone.  The other players were either taking 
showers, getting undressed to take one, or dressing after having taken one.  
Scott Pierce, the team’s quarterback and Marcus’ best friend, sat next to him.  They had 
been friends since the fourth grade when Marcus, the new kid in the school was escorted to class.  
Being new and the only African-American student in the class, no one wanted him to sit next to 
them until a blond-haired, blue-eyed boy cleared a spot at his table.  “You like football?” Scott 
had asked as Marcus sat down.  Football stickers covered his notebook.  Marcus smiled and 
nodded.  “Yeah.”  “Cool.  I’m Scott.”  “I’m Marcus.”  Since that moment they were best friends 
and made a good team.  Whereas Marcus was laid-back and had a dry sense of humor, Scott was 
spur-of-the-moment and could be a jokester.   Marcus normally referred to Scott as either “Scott” 
or “Scotty;” more often than not, Scott called Marcus “Dude.”  
“Dude, you doing okay?” 
Marcus didn’t answer.   
“Hey…?” 
Marcus looked up and glared at Scott.  “Do I look okay?” he snapped. 
Scott wiped his sweaty blond hair with a Timberwolves’ towel and tossed one to Marcus.  
“Well now that you mention it, no you don’t.  Dude, don’t worry about it.  It’s just a game.  It 
won’t even matter five years from now,” he whispered, although Marcus clearly heard the 
disappointment in Scott’s voice. 
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“No, but it matters now.  That’s what’s important,” he responded.  He wiped sweat from 
his head and placed the towel on the bench beside him.  “You can’t tell me you’re not pissed.  
Especially pissed with me.  If you say that you’re not then you’re lying.” 
“Well, yeah I’m upset and disappointed but not at you.  Like the coach said, ‘we win as a 
team we lose as a team’…   
“The coach is full of crap…” 
“…and we didn’t play like we wanted to win.” Scott finished.   
“…’and that’s the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard. ‘Win as a team, lose as a team’.”  
Marcus slammed his fist in the bench. 
“The better team won and it wasn’t us.  But it’s not your fault we lost.” 
“Whatever,” he said.  He grabbed his head and grunted.  The pain he felt earlier flashed 
through his head.  It was as if someone were driving a stake through his skull.   
“You okay?” 
“Hey, you!” Raymond Hayes, one of the defensive linemen, shouted at Marcus before he 
could answer Scott.  He was massive, standing six feet five inches tall and weighing close to two 
hundred-fifty pounds, mostly muscle, he was massive.  He was five inches taller than Marcus 
and outweighed him by at least fifty pounds.  His long hair hung around his shoulders like a wet 
sweaty mop.  His face was painted with white grease paint.  He had black paint circled around 
his eyes and mouth to resemble a skull.  The paint was smeared and smudged with sweat.  It 
looked as if his face were melting.  He was still dressed in his brown and gold uniform. 
Marcus and Raymond had been enemies since they both started playing varsity football 
three years ago.  Because of his size, Raymond had boasted and nicknamed himself “The Wall,” 
reason being, he would say, was that no one could get through him and score.  During one of 
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their very first practices, Marcus managed to run over Raymond twice, embarrassing him in front 
of the team.  Whereas Marcus received a lot of positive attention and accolades, both on and off 
the field, Raymond was always on the brink of trouble, whether it was from bullying another 
student or poor grades.  If it had not been for Coach Bradshaw and football, he would have been 
expelled from school a long time ago. 
Raymond constantly made racist, derogatory remarks about the fact that Marcus was 
African-American and, after Marcus came out and announced his sexual orientation to the 
school, homophobic comments as well. 
“The only reason he’s on the team is ‘cause he’s black.” Raymond protested during one 
of his tirades against Marcus.  “Everyone knows blacks are nothin’ but druggies and play 
sports.  Just look at the N.F.L. and N.B.A.  And he’s a fag and shouldn’t even be playin’ football 
to begin with.  He should be figure skating or something.  ”  
In short, he hated Marcus. 
The locker room grew quiet and everyone looked in Marcus and Raymond’s direction.  
Raymond stood behind him and pushed him to get his attention.  Marcus didn’t move.  “We lost 
the game ‘cause of you, man.  You suck.  I should kick your ass!”  He said half shouting, half 
ranting.  Spit flew from his mouth.  “After all that,” he continued.  “Nothing.  All that work for 
nothing.  Who the hell trips when he’s about to score?  No one was friggin’ near you, and you 
fall?  Are you kidding me?” 
“Hey Raymond, I didn’t see you doing anything too damn spectacular out there,” Scott 
said, standing up and facing Raymond. 
He turned to Scott and pointed his finger into Scott’s chest.  “You stay out of this Pierce,” 
he shouted through a mouth full of spittle.  “I’m not talkin’ to you, I’m talking to him,” he said, 
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pointing and returning his attention to Marcus.  “Well Hamilton, you gonna let your ‘boyfriend’ 
take up for you or what?  Guess that big “S” on your chest stands for ‘shit.’  Or ‘sissy.’” 
Scott moved toward Raymond but stopped when Marcus stood up.  His eyes sparked and 
flashed with anger.  It was radiating from his body.  Marcus was the most laid-back, even 
tempered person that Scott knew.  Still, that didn’t mean that he didn’t get angry.  He shook his 
head and said, “I got this.” 
He faced Raymond.  “You’re gonna kick my ass?  I’d like to see you do that.”  He balled 
up his fists.  Adrenaline pumped through his body and his heart pounded in his chest.  He felt a 
surge of energy, like he was being shocked by static electricity, over his body.  There was a dull 
throbbing pain at his temples.  
Raymond’s eyes grew wide and he grinned.  “What are you gonna do?  You gonna jump?  
I’ll tell you what you’re gonna do.  Not, a damn thing.  Just like you did in the game.  Everyone 
knows fags can’t play football.”  He pushed Marcus again.  “You know what fag?  Here’s 
something you can do for me.  Why don’t you suck my di…”   
Power surged through Marcus’ body and he moved like a flash, grabbing Raymond by 
the throat and slamming him into the lockers as if he weighed nothing.  To everyone, it looked as 
if Marcus had grabbed Raymond, but he moved so fast and sudden that no one noticed that he 
didn’t actually touch him.   
The force dented the locker door and the thunderous sound echoed throughout the room.  
Raymond struggled, unable to break Marcus’ grip.  He spit in Marcus’ face.  Marcus punched 
Raymond in the stomach, knocking the air out of him, and then punched him in the eye.  Dazed 
and shocked, Raymond slumped to the floor.   
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“Get up you racist, homophobic piece of shit so I can knock your ignorant ass down 
again,” Marcus yelled, wiping the spit from his face.  
Before things got out of hand, the team intervened:  Scott and some of the players 
restrained Marcus while others attended to Raymond. 
“Come on, big man,” he yelled again while straining against Scott and the others who 
were trying to hold him back.  “Let me go.”   
“Dude, calm down.” 
“He’s been talking shit to me all year and I’m tired of it.” 
The coach rushed into the locker room.  “What the hell is going on in here?  Didn’t’ I tell 
you guys to get out of here?” he yelled.  “I meant now, not yesterday.”  He paused and surveyed 
the room.  He looked at Marcus struggling against Scott and some of the other players, then back 
at Raymond on the floor with his hand covering his swollen eye, and then back at Marcus. 
“Okay, so what’s going on here?  Marcus?” 
Marcus glared at Raymond, who glared back at him with his one good eye.  “Nothing 
coach.  Everything’s cool.” 
“Huh.  I don’t believe you but I’ll deal with that later.  Everyone get dressed and get the 
hell outta here.  Now.” 
“This ain’t over,” Raymond muttered under his breath to Marcus.  “Ain’t over by a long 
shot.” 
“You say somethin’ Hayes?” 
Raymond didn’t answer but continued to glare at Marcus. 
“Hayes, did you hear me?” the coach asked, raising his voice.  “Is there a problem?  Did 
you say something?” 
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Raymond shook his head and looked at the coach.  He gave the coach a fake smile.  “No 
coach.  I aint’ said nothing.  Everything’s cool.” 
“I don’t want any more trouble outta you two.” 
“Right,” Raymond replied.  He looked at Marcus and made a slashing motion across his 
throat.  He then grabbed his stuff, slammed his fist into one of the locker doors, and stormed out 
of the room still wearing his uniform. 
*** 
After they showered and got dressed, Marcus and Scott walked out and headed toward 
the parking lot.  Marcus slung his gold and brown athletic bag across his shoulder.  He stopped 
and rubbed water off of his head shaved head.  It was raining.   
“Where’s your jacket?” Scott asked. 
“Threw it in the trash.  Don’t need it no more.” 
“Dude…”  Scott ran inside and brought Marcus his jacket.  “Here.  And stop the whole 
martyr thing.  We all lost.” 
“Man, I gotta tell you something.  I know everyone thought that I fell and fumbled the 
ball.”  Marcus hesitated.  “But I didn’t just fall.  I had a…I guess you could say I had a headache 
but not a headache.  I felt like I was shot in the head, if that makes sense.” 
Scott stopped, removed his cap and slicked his hair back.  He adjusted his cap as he 
looked at his friend.  “No it doesn’t.  What are you talking about?” 
Marcus shrugged his shoulders.  “I can’t explain it.  And I think I had something to do 
with what happened back there with Raymond.” 
“What do you mean?” 
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 “I don’t know,” Marcus said shaking his head.  “I remember thinking that I wanted to 
slam him into the locker and...but Scott, I didn’t touch him.” 
“You had him pinned with one hand.  I mean, he’s a big dude.  Everybody saw it.” 
“The only time that I actually touched him was when I punched him.” 
“So what, are you saying that you didn’t grab him and slam him against the wall?  If 
everyone saw you were holding him against the wall but say that you weren’t, then who was?” 
They looked at each other, then resumed walking toward the parking lot in silence.  After 
a few moments, Marcus bit his bottom lip and wiped his eyes.  “Can’t believe I lost the game,” 
he whispered to himself.  He swallowed hard.  “Hey Scotty, think I’ll just hang out here for a 
while.” 
Scott looked at his friend.  Marcus was unnecessarily beating himself up, shouldering the 
whole loss on his shoulders.  “You sure?  I can hang with you if you want.” 
Marcus looked at Scott and again wiped his eyes.  “Naw, man.  Thanks.  Just wanna hang 
by myself.  I’ll catch up with you later.” 
Scott hesitated, watching his friend.  “Dude, don’t beat yourself up over this.” 
 Marcus didn’t say anything.  He just shrugged his shoulders. 
“I’ll catch up with you later then,” Scott said.  He walked off, leaving Marcus alone. 
Marcus sat down on the bleachers and picked up a hand-made poster:  “Marcus 
Hamilton!  Leader of the Pack!”  He looked up at the scoreboard; the score still showing in 
bright lights.  Twenty-one to twenty.  
What a joke, he thought to himself. 
He ripped the poster in half and shook his head.  
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Marcus pulled his football jacket close around his body trying to keep warm against the 
rainy night as a brisk, cool breeze blew through the stadium.   
It seemed to whisper, “loser…loser…loser” in his ears.  




With a population of nearly six million people, Ion City was one of the largest and most 
admired cities in the world.  It was a technological, financial and cultural hub, home to major 
corporations and industries.  It was also known for its skyscrapers.  Vaughn Tower, which stood 
at one thousand twenty five feet, was the tallest and dominated the skyline.  The man who owned 
Vaughn Tower was Nathan Vaughn, CEO and president of Vaughn Enterprises, a Fortune 500 
corporation and a world leader in cybernetics, nanotechnology, and bioengineering.  Nathan had 
built the company from the ground up and as impressive as that was, Nathan was just as 
impressive.   
He was physically imposing:  tall, muscular and bulky.  He had thick white hair, which 
he normally wore pulled back in a ponytail, and his heavy salt and pepper beard, complimented 
his dark grey eyes.  He had an engaging smile; however, he gave the impression that he was 
envisioning what it would be like to devour your soul.   
But it wasn’t his physical attributes that made him so commanding; it was his sheer 
personal presence, charm and charisma.  When he walked into a room, he became the room.  All 
eyes and attention focused on him.  And he played the crowd like a violin virtuoso.  Not bad for 
someone who had grown up in the rough, inner city, slums of Ion City. 
However, he was also ambitious, arrogant and egotistical. 
His goal was simple: to become the premier weapons dealer in the world for whomever 
paid the highest price. 
 Nathan entered his penthouse office.  It was shaped like the White House Oval Office, 
but larger.  On the far end room, near the windows, was a large mahogany and marble 
contemporary desk.  Nathan’s chair was an oversized leather chair, with smaller chairs on the 
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other side for aides when they needed to meet with him.  In the center of room was an area that 
he referred to as his “living room,” which consisted of two large black leather sofas facing each 
other, with a mahogany and marble coffee table centered between them.  There was a “head” 
leather chair (Nathan’s) and matching end tables.   
The office had a fully stocked wet bar and large extraordinary saltwater aquarium that 
took up half of a wall.   His collection of expensive artwork and objet d'art, which rivaled any 
museum, was placed expertly throughout the room.    
Nathan had a spectacular view of the city.  The circular room, with its floor-to-ceiling, 
twelve-foot high windows allowed for an impressive panoramic view of some of the city’s 
landmarks:  Ion City University; the Ion City Metropolitan Museum of Natural History; Crescent 
Park and its small lake, Lake Sterling; the city’s man-made “river,” the Ion River; and, the city’s 
harbor. 
Christina, Nathan’s personal assistant, entered the office.  She was a beautiful woman, 
and although she looked like a model with her statuesque build, red, form-fitting business suit, 
and shoulder-length dark hair, she was one of the most intelligent and competent persons, man or 
woman, that Nathan knew.  She carried a titanium attaché case and placed it on top of his desk. 
 “What’s this?” he asked in his deep baritone voice.   
 “They’re for your meeting with our…’investors’.” 
 “I’ll look at them later.”  He paused.  “Is he here?” 
 She shook her head.  “He’s been waiting on you for thirty minutes,” she replied and then 
smirked.  “He is not happy about it.  Not happy at all.” 
 “I don’t care if he’s happy or not.”  He paused again and signed.  “However, be that as it 
may, he has something I want and I’m no fool.  Alright, show him in.” 
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 Christina exited the office and returned a few seconds followed by a middle aged 
African-American man wearing black wool pants and a crisp white shirt.  He had thick white 
hair, although he was slightly balding, and wore wire-rimmed bifocal glasses.     
He was Dr. Matthew Hamilton, renowned and head scientist at Hamilton Labs. 
He was also Marcus’ father. 
Hamilton Labs was a small research firm, and the world’s leader on anti-matter fusion 
energy technology.  In fact he and Marcus’ mother, Dr. Olivia Hamilton, discovered a highly 
unstable energy source that they called “anti-matter fusion energy” or fusion energy for short, by 
accident.  A one-in-a-billion accident.   They developed what they called “anti-matter fusion 
energy technology” in an attempt to harness and manipulate the energy.  If successful, they 
would have developed a clean, safe, affordable energy source for the country.  So far, they had 
only limited success.  But for all of the potential good the anti-matter energy had, it also had its 
share of risks.  In addition to being unstable, it also emitted what Marcus’ father called ‘negative 
waves,’ a dangerous and powerful radioactive energy.  And although they had yet to harness the 
energy for a viable fuel source, they were successful in creating a potent weapon: an anti-matter 
fusion energy bomb, as powerful as a nuclear warhead.  A device the size of a baseball could 
destroy everything within in a twenty-five mile square radius. 
 Nathan wanted that technology.  He had met with Dr. Hamilton on a number of 
occasions each time, offering to either to acquire the technology, Hamilton Labs or both.  Dr. 
Hamilton had refused his offer each time.      
“Nathan,” he said through clenched teeth.  “I don’t like being kept waiting.  My time is 
valuable just like yours.” 
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“Matthew how are you doing?” he replied, ignoring the comment.  He held out his hand 
to shake.  Matthew declined.  “Drink? Cigar?” Nathan offered. 
Again, Matthew declined.   
Nathan walked over to the bar and made himself a drink.  He reached inside his suit 
jacket and removed an expensive Cuban cigar.  He motioned for Matthew to sit in the ‘living 
room.’  “Have a seat.”  Matthew hesitated and reluctantly sat down.   
Nathan sat across from him and motioned for Christina to leave the office.  “How’s your 
son? Marcus, I believe is his name, correct?” he asked after they were alone. 
“Fine, he’s fine,” he took a deep breath.  “Nathan I know that you didn’t call me to your 
office to offer me drinks, cigars and ask me about how my son is doing.” 
“No.  No I didn’t.  I was merely being polite.  I have a business proposition for you.”  He 
held up his hand to prevent Matthew from interrupting.  “Just listen.  I will make it more than 
worth your time.”  He took a swallow of his drink. 
“So, you’re truly happy?  With your research and limited funds?  I couldn’t possibly 
imagine why or how.  Vaughn Enterprises could take you to the next leve.”     
“Nathan, we’ve gone over this before.  I’m not giving up Hamilton Labs.  To you or the 
military.  I’m not going to allow our technology to be used as WMD’s.  As silly as this may 
sound, I want our technology to be used to help the world, not be used to destroy it.  If I had 
known that the government wanted a demo of the anti-matter fusion technology for the military, 
I never would have agreed to it.” 
Nathan shook his head.  “Oh Matthew, get over yourself.  I’ve grown tired of your 
‘holier-than-thou’ attitude and your pledge to help mankind.  You’re not Alfred Nobel and 
dynamite.”  He paused for effect.  “You’re the Manhattan Project and the atomic bomb.” 
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“Are you finished or are you going to continue to give me a history lesson and lecture 
me?” 
“I’m just getting started.  As I previously mentioned, I’m here to offer you a proposition.  
Allow me to acquire Hamilton Labs and work for me.  You can continue with your research…” 
“But you get access to everything.  Research and technology.”  Matthew sighed.  “We’ve 
been over this a thousand times.  Why?” 
“I want to integrate your research and tech with Vaughn Enterprises.  The military would 
pay billions.” 
“No.  Not interested.” 
Nathan smirked.  “You may be many things Matthew, but a liar you are not.  Just think of 
it.  A wonderful opportunity for both of us.  As I mentioned, you’d have unlimited funds and 
pretty much carte blanch over your own divison”  He paused.  “I’d make you a wealthy man.” 
“I’m shocked Nathan.  I didn’t think the great ‘Nathan Vaughn’ would need anyone’s 
help for anything.  Besides, I’m wealthy enough.”  He sighed again.  “Perhaps I will have a 
drink.”  He got up and poured himself a glass of seltzer water and took a sip. 
“Nathan, I’ve declined working for you for legitimate reasons.  I don’t like your business 
practices.  Your company isn’t ethical.  You’ll do anything for profit.  Cybernetics, 
nanotechnology, and bioengineering for the military and who knows what else.   It’s not 
something I can be associated with.  Nor do I want to.  I’m trying to make the world better, not 
create more weapons of destruction.  I know that sounds cliché to you.  Nothing personal, but I’ll 
have to respectfully decline.  Again.” 
The two men stared at each other until Nathan spoke.  “Is that your final answer?” 
A firm nod and confident reply, “Yes it is.  Itt’s always been my first and final answer.” 
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“Well, I’m sorry you feel that way.  Extremely sorry.  You would have been a great asset 
to your country and Vaughn Enterprises.  Hopefully one day you will see that.”  He paused 
briefly.  “As a matter of fact, I can pretty much guarantee it.” 
“Is that a threat?” 
Nathan took a puff of his cigar and smiled.  “Of course not.”  He escorted Dr. Hamilton 
to the door and saw him out.  “Just remember, I’m a very determined man.”  He held out his 
hand.  “Matthew, as always, it was a pleasure.” 
Matthew looked at it and this time, shook hands.  He turned to leave. 
“Please say ‘hello’ to Marcus for me,” Nathan replied in a deadpan voice.  
********** 
“Damn,” Nathan shouted throwing his crystal wine glass across the room.  It shattered 
against the wall.  “Leave it,” he said to Christina as she entered the office and started to clean up 
the mess. 
“I assume things didn’t go well,” she said, ignoring him and cleaning up the glass. 
 “No, things went remarkably well.”  He looked at Christina.  “Of course they didn’t.  For 
all of Matthew’s faults, the man is a genius.  Perhaps too smart for his own good.  He’s also an 
idiot.  His discovery and technology is decades ahead of anything we, or any other corporation, 
has.” 
Nathan stared out the window.  “Since Matthew won’t freely give me what I want, we’ll 
try a different tactic.” He turned and faced Christina.  “I want Hamilton’s Anti-matter Fusion 
technology.  By any means necessary.” 
She nodded.  “What about the Project: Tin Man demonstration?” 
“What about it?” 
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“You want to continue with the demonstration as planned eventhough we don’t have Dr. 
Hamilton’s technology or postpone it until we do?” 
He shook his head.  “I’m not going to postpone the Project: Tin Man demonstration.  And 
we will have Matthew on board with us by then.  Guaranteed.”       
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Chapter 3 
 Marcus woke up the next morning and was immediately assaulted by the smell of burnt 
toast and coffee.  He shook his head and smiled to himself.   
Pop’s home.  
He got up, brushed his teeth, got dressed and headed downstairs.  He was amazed that his 
father, as intelligent as he was, was the world’s worst cook.  Ironically, it was the gourmet 
kitchen that was the deciding factor and main reason Dr. Hamilton bought the house.   
As Marcus entered the room his father was at the stove, loading up his plate with hard, 
burnt scrambled eggs.  He looked up and smiled at Marcus.  
“Good morning son.” 
“Hey, Pop,” he replied.  “When’d you get home?” 
“Late last night, early this morning.  You were asleep,” he said while pouring himself a 
cup of coffee.  Marcus wrinkled his nose; he could smell the strong, brew from across the room.  
“Sorry that I missed the game.  That sonuvabitch Vaughn insisted that I meet him last night.  
You were already asleep when I got home.”    
 He put a fork full of over-cooked scrambled eggs into his mouth.   “I left you some 
eggs.” 
 Marcus looked in the skillet at the hard lumpy eggs.  “Um, don’t really want scrambled 
eggs.  Besides, they kinda look overcooked.  Just gonna have some cereal.”   
Dr. Hamilton shrugged his shoulders and put another forkful of egg in his mouth.  
 “So how was the game?” Dr. Hamilton asked.  “How’d you do?”   
 “We lost,” Marcus replied quietly.  He grabbed the milk out of the refrigerator. 
 “Lost?  Weren’t you guys supposed to win?” 
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 Marcus slammed the milk container on the counter, causing it to spill all over the counter.  
“Yeah, well we didn’t,” he replied.  He grabbed a roll of paper towels and started to clean up the 
spilt milk.  “Sorry Pop.  It was just a rough game and night.  I’m just a little on edge about it.  
Something happened…” 
 His father looked at him, studying his son’s reaction.  “What?  What happened?” 
 “Pop, I don’t really feel like talking about it right now.  Maybe later, ‘kay?” 
 Marcus shoved a spoonful of cereal in his mouth, not how or if he should tell him about 
the strange headaches.  Before he could decide, there was a knock at the door.  He went to 
answer it.  
“How’s my favorite godson doing?” asked the man on the other side of the door.  
Marcus rolled his eyes.  “Spence, I’m your only godson.  That joke’s getting old.” 
“That’s why you’re my favorite.  Your dad here?” he asked as he walked in and shut the 
door. 
“Yeah.”  Marcus turned toward the direction of the kitchen.  “Pop,” he yelled.  “Spence is 
here.”  He looked at Spence and smiled.  “He cooked.” 
Spence shook his head and raised an eyebrow. 
“Yeah, I know,” said Marcus before running upstairs.   
Dr. Frank “Spence” Spencer was Marcus’ godfather and Dr. Hamilton’s oldest friend.  
He was best man at Marcus’ parent’s wedding, was at the hospital when Marcus was born, and 
was one of the pallbearers at Marcus’ mother’s funeral. 
Ironically, Spence worked in the Cybernetics Research Division at Vaughn Enterprises.  
However, he never let his career interfere with his friendship with Matthew.  And vice versa. 
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He walked into the messy kitchen, poured himself a cup of coffee, smelled it, and then 
poured it in the sink.  “Damn, you in here cooking again?”  He made himself a bowl of cereal.  
“How are things?”   
They shook hands.  “Spence.  Great, great, great.  Things are going great.  You?” 
“I can’t complain.  I was driving by and though I’d stop by for a minute.  Janet has me 
running all kinds of crazy errands.” 
“And how is she doing?” 
“The next ex-Mrs. Spencer?  She’s doing fine.  Spending all of my money as soon as I 
make it.” 
Dr. Hamilton laughed.  “That’s what you get for marrying a child.  How old is she again?  
Twenty-five?” 
“Twenty-six and the sex is great, thank you very much.” 
“That’s my man.” 
This time, they both laughed. 
“Hey,” Spence said with a mouth full of cereal.  “Heard you were up at the Tower last 
night.” 
Dr. Hamilton nodded.  “Wow, news travels fast.  Yes I was there to see Nathan.  Said he 
needed to talk with me.  Again.  Offered to buy me out and acquire the lab.  Again.” 
“Really?” Spence replied, turning up the bowl to drink milk.  “What’d you tell him?” 
Dr. Hamilton stared at him and didn’t answer. 
“You told him ‘no’ again didn’t you.”  He shook his head.  “Matthew, he could really do 
wonders for your research.  It’s an excellent opportunity.  If I were you, I’d jump at it.” 
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“Well, I’m not you.”  Dr. Hamilton took a deep breath.  “Look, something’s rotten over 
there.  I can feel it in my soul.  I feel sorry for the people who work there.  Having to be under 
his control all of the time.  Like slaves.”  He quickly realized what he said.  “Um, no offense.” 
“None taken,” 
“Hamilton Labs is my life and I have no desire to let Nathan get his hands on the anti-
matter tech.”  He got up and poured himself another cup of coffee.  “I want nothing to do with 
Nathan Vaughan or Vaughn Enterprises.” 
Spence didn’t say anything.  Instead, he pushed the bowl of cereal away and got up to 
leave.  “Well, hate to cut this short but I gotta run.  Got that whole ‘honey-do’ list to work on.” 
“You just got here.  I’m sorry if I made you angry.  You of all people should know how I 
feel about Vaughn.” 
“No, not at all.  Just heard you were up at the Tower and thought I’d…” 
“Don’t BS me.  We’ve been friends way too long.  What’s going on?” 
Spence looked around to confirm that Marcus wasn’t around.  He was visibly shaken and 
sweat began to bead on his head. 
“All I’m gonna say,” he whispered, “is just please be careful.” 
“Another threat?  That’s two in less than twenty-four hours.” 
Spence shook his head.  “No, it’s not a threat.  I’m just looking out for you.  You guys, 
you and Marcus, are like family to me.  Hell,” he nodded upstairs.  “He’s as much a son to me as 
my own boys.  But friend to friend, be careful and watch your back.  Nathan’s a dangerous and 
determined man.”  He swallowed hard and looked away, averting Matthew’s eyes.  “And be 
careful who you trust.” 
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Chapter 4 
The Monday after the game, the students tried to put it and the devastating loss behind 
them.  Posters and streamers were quickly taken down and by lunch, it was a distant memory, if 
not forgotten altogether.   
The cafeteria was crowded, rows and rows of tables with students huddled around them 
like animals at a feeding trough.  Marcus and Scott managed to find a table alone at the back of 
the room, away from everyone.  Marcus had kept a low profile at school that day, expecting 
everyone to give him a hard time.  Whether anyone blamed him for losing the game or not, no 
one said anything directly to him.  The news had spread like wildfire that Marcus had confronted 
Raymond and had given him a black eye.  For that fact alone, no one confronted Marcus. 
“So, what’s up?  Anyone give you any crap about the game?” 
Marcus shook his head.  “No not really.  Hardly any now that I think about it.”   
“I’m not surprised.  It’s all over the place what you did to him after the game.  People are 
scared to mess with you.” 
Marcus surveyed the cafeteria and spotted Raymond and a group of his friends on the far 
side of the room.  “Speaking of idiots,” he said pointing. 
Scott shrugged his shoulders.  “I wouldn’t worry about him.  Oh, Lisa told me that the 
cheer squad decided to have a party for the team this Friday.  One of those ‘You-guys-are-losers-
but-we-still-love-you’ type of things.  Total pity party.” 
Before Marcus could comment, there was a loud crash.  He and Scott turned and saw 
David Garcia sprawled out on the cafeteria floor, his ruined lunch everywhere.  He sat in a large 
puddle of Coke and Ice.  Everyone erupted in loud whistles, laugher, and clapping.  Raymond 
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and his group of friends were laughing the hardest.  It was apparent that Raymond and his crew 
had tripped David on purpose, causing him to fall.      
David Garcia and his family moved to Ion City from Miami in the middle of his junior 
year of high school.  Now a senior, he was still trying to fit into the student hierarchy at Lincoln.  
He was good-looking, with a dark golden complexion, and wavy black hair.  He was muscular 
with a medium build, stood five feet ten inches and weighed close to one hundred eighty pounds.  
He had all of the qualities that should make him one of the most popular people in school; 
however, he wasn’t.  Most of the friendships and cliques at Lincoln High were formed in 
elementary and middle school.  By the time you got to Lincoln, your status in the high school 
social food chain was already established.   
But it was more than that with David.  He was Latino at a school with very few 
minorities and a new student; to the student body he was different and an outsider.  And always 
would be. 
Raymond constantly harassed him, slamming him into lockers and referring to him as an 
illegal alien, despite the fact that David’s family was originally from Puerto Rico before moving 
to Miami and then Ion City.   
He jumped up, yelling and cursing at Raymond and pushed him.  Raymond stopped 
laughing, stood up and pushed back.  Harder.  Raymond’s friends jumped up and one of them 
whispered something into his ear.  Someone yelled at David to leave.  Realizing the odds and 
completely humiliated, he stormed out of the room. 
“Those guys are gonna get it someday,” Marcus said.  “One day they’re gonna push him 
too far.” 
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“Hey,” Scott responded before opening his water and taking a big gulp.  “Are you 
serious?  Raymond would crush him.  I mean David’s an alright size and all but he’s not that big.  
If he’s smart, he’ll stay outta Raymond’s way.” 
“’Stay out of Raymond’s way’?  Raymond’s always looking for him.  He puts David 
through hell.  And yeah, he’d get his ass kicked in a fight but people shouldn’t underestimate 
him.  I mean one day, he could snap and then what would happen?” 
“Dude, chill.  It’s just David Garcia.”  Scott realized his mistake as soon as the words left 
his mouth.    
“What, and that makes it freakin’ alright?” Marcus snapped.  “I know that there aren’t a 
lot of minorities at this school but I don’t get half the shit he does.” 
“Dude, I’m sorry.  That came out wrong.” 
“Yeah but…” 
“Hey, you can’t compare the two.”  Scott took a bite of his burger.  “Everyone likes you 
and you’re popular.  You’re like the best running back in the state.  You’re dating, or was dating, 
one of the hottest girls in school” he continued with a mouth full of food.  “I mean, Vanessa…” 
“I don’t want to talk about her.  She hates my guts.”  The rumors about Marcus’ sexual 
orientation began his junior year of high school.  So, he got a girlfriend, Vanessa Howard.  She 
was a cheerleader, beautiful and popular.  They met during the first football game of the season 
when he almost knocked her down when he ran out of bounds.  She waited for him after the 
game and he again apologized to her almost knocked her down.  She smiled sweetly at him and 
asked if he wanted to go somewhere for coffee.  From that moment on, they were inseparable.  
They were thought of as the perfect couple.  
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It wasn’t until the beginning of their senior year that Marcus had told her that the rumors 
about his sexual orientation were true.  At first, Vanessa thought that he was playing a joke on 
her.  Once he convinced her that he wasn’t, she became hysterical.  She had yelled and cursed at 
him. She had accused him of using her and making her look like a fool in front of the whole 
school.  She had slapped him, which hurt him more emotionally than physically.  It was one of 
only a handful of times that Scott had seen his best friend cry. 
“Well, not hate,” he lied.  That’s a strong word…” 
“I would say ‘hate.’”   
“…I’d say upset.  She feels like you used her.  That’s what she told Lisa, anyway.” 
Marcus cringed.  He hadn’t meant to hurt Vanessa and he didn’t think that he had used 
her.  It was just one of those things where he was expected to have a girlfriend and expected to 
have sex with her.  And since she was African-American and a cheerleader and he a football 
player, it seemed like a perfect fit.  He loved her in his own way but ultimately knew that he 
wasn’t being fair and honest to either her or himself. 
  “But David, that’s a completely different story.  You like him but won’t talk to him so 
that says a lot right there.” 
“What does that mean?” 
“It means my friend, that you have a huge crush on him and talk about him all the time 
but won’t actually talk to him.  You’re the one who likes him so talk to him and stop telling me 
how much you like him.”  He took another bite of his burger.   
Marcus blushed.  “I don’t like him it’s just…” 
“Dude, sure you do,” Scott interrupted.  “Go talk to the guy.  Just talk.  You’d get to 
know him and it would help him get to know people.  That’s just how it is.” 
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Easy for you to say, Marcus thought to himself.  
Principal Stephens and Coach Bradshaw entered the cafeteria, looked around and 
escorted Raymond out toward the principal’s office.  He and Marcus locked eyes from across the 
room; Raymond made the same slashing motion across his neck that he had made in the locker 
room.  Marcus flipped him off. 
“So to change subjects, what’s up with the other night after the game?  You know, what 
you were telling me about a headache and feeling like you’d been shot in the head.” 
Marcus shrugged.  “Like I said, hard to explain.  I felt some kind of…’energy’.  Don’t 
know what else to call it.  A force.”   
“What do you mean ‘force?’”  
Marcus shrugged his shoulders.  “Not sure.  Scott, I don’t know what I’m saying.”  He 
played with the food on his plate.  
Scott chewed on a straw and looked at Marcus, who stared back. 
“You think I’m crazy?” 
Scott shook his head.  “Naw, dude.  I don’t.  You tell anyone?” 
“Hell no.  Just you.  I was gonna say something to Pop but the Spence showed up and just 
never did.  Besides Pop seemed upset after Spence left.” 
The bell rang indicating that lunch period was over.  They walked out into the hall.   
 “Dude, I don’t think you’re crazy, but...I mean, it is kinda weird.  Maybe it’s like a 
tumor or something.” 
“Oh, well, thanks for putting that thought in my head.” 
Scott grinned.  “Sorry.  I’m sure it’s not a tumor.  I’ll catch you later and we can talk 
more about it then. 
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They did the high-five-football team handshake.  Marcus walked off in the opposite 
direction and walked into a bathroom. As he washed his hands, he heard sniffing and looked 
around.  David Garcia sat on the floor in one of the stalls.  Marcus took a deep breath and 
swallowed.  He felt sorry for him but even more than that, he felt angry.  He didn’t know what he 
could do to help David, but David shouldn’t continue to be an outsider.  
David looked at Marcus and wiped his eyes.  His soccer shirt was soaked in Coke as if he 
had gone swimming.  His curly black hair lay flat on his head. 
“Um, hey, what’s up?” 
David stood up and held his arms open wide so that Marcus could see that he was wet. 
“I was just sitting on a nasty bathroom floor and I’m covered in Coke.  What the hell do 
you think is ‘up’?” he snapped catching Marcus off guard.  He wasn’t expecting that type of 
reaction.  
“Hey man, I was just asking.  Don’t get all mad and defensive with me,” Marcus snapped 
back. 
 “Sure it’s all easy for you ‘Mr. Football Hero.’  Everyone loves you and no one bothers 
you.  Me?  Raymond, he’s an ass and is always give me crap.  And no one does a damn thing.  I 
hate this school.  It’s not fair.  You know what?  Just leave me the fuck alone.”  He slammed the 
bathroom stall door and locked it.        
Marcus looked around not knowing what to do.  He didn’t want to leave David alone.  
Who knows what he would do to himself.   
He knocked on the door.  “Hey David, man, come out.  I wanna talk to you.” 
There was no answer.  He knocked harder. 
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David opened the door.  “What?  What do you want?  Want to throw Coke on me too?”  
He asked wiping his eyes.  “Or better yet, flush my head down the toilet?  Slam me into a locker.  
Oh, I know, make racist Latino jokes.  That’s never happened before,” he said sarcastically. 
“Look man, don’t get an attitude with me.  I, um just want to make sure that, you know.  
That you’re okay.” 
“Why?” 
Marcus shrugged his shoulders.  “I don’t know.  Maybe cause I feel sorry for you.”  As 
soon as the words left his mouth, Marcus knew he had said the wrong thing.  “I didn’t mean that 
like that.” 
“Yeah you did.”  He pointed a finger at Marcus.  “I don’t need you to feel sorry for me.” 
Trying to suppress his anger, Marcus gritted his teeth and felt the sensation of lightning 
exploding in his head.  
“The only thing I do is keep to myself and still get treated like crap,” David continued.  
“What’s wrong with that picture, huh?” 
Marcus didn’t answer; he didn’t have one.  David pushed past him and stormed out of the 
bathroom, leaving Marcus alone.  He knew that David was right.  The picture was wrong.  
Because of his ethnicity and being new at the school, David did get a lot of unnecessary grief.   
Yet, he had to admit to himself that Scott was right about one thing; he was attracted to 
David.  That confused him even more.  If he liked him, why pick a fight?  David was angry and 
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he got angry back.  Why not have a calm, simple conversation with him and let him know that he 
wanted to be friends with David.  Maybe more than friends.  He wasn’t sure but he just blew a 
perfect opportunity to reach out to him. 
  He looked at himself in the mirror and slammed his fist on the sink. 
“Dammit,” he yelled.  He felt a jolt of pain.  The mirror cracked and shattered, spraying 
glass in the sink and on the floor.  He stared at the broken mirror and glass on the floor. 
What the hell? 
The final bell rang.  He was late. 
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Chapter 5 
“Hi, Dr. Matt.”  Scott referred to Marcus’ father as ‘Dr. Matt.’ He had since he and 
Marcus become friends.  ‘Dr. Hamilton’ was too formal and Scott’s parents didn’t want him 
calling an adult by his first name.  So Scott decided to call him ‘Dr. Matt.’ 
“Hello, Scott.  Lisa.” He replied.  “Come in.  Marcus will be down shortly.  So, what are 
you all doing tonight?”   
“We’re going to a party,” Lisa Kim, Scott’s girlfriend answered.  She had her arm around 
his waist; his arm was around her shoulder. 
She was the school’s head cheerleader and was wearing Scott’s brown and gold football 
jacket over a yellow sweater and a pair of jeans.  She was a lot shorter than Scott and it looked 
like long skirt.  As usual, she had her hair pulled back into a ponytail. 
“Hey, Marcus,” said Lisa when he came to the door.  She stood on her tiptoes, gave him a 
hug and quick peck on the cheek. 
“Hey, man.  How’s it going? You ready?” Scott asked.  Marcus was wearing a white 
oxford shirt and a pair of jeans; his shirt was un-tucked.  He was also wearing his Timberwolves’ 
jacket. 
Lisa’s smile was wide and bright.  “It’s gonna be fun.  Everyone’s gonna be there.  It’s 
like our way of letting you guys know you had a great season.” 
Scott grinned at Marcus who smiled back.  “See I told you it was a pity party.” 
Lisa punched him in the arm.  “It is not a pity party.” 
He hugged her and she hugged him back.  “Sure thing babe.”  He turned to Marcus and 
mouthed “Yes it is” without Lisa seeing him before saying. “So you ready?” 
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Marcus nodded.  “I guess.  Who’s gonna be there?” By ‘Who’ he meant Vanessa.  He 
was still uncomfortable around her, especially since she wasn’t speaking to him. 
Lisa put her arm around Marcus’.  “Oh, stop dragging you feet,” she said, ignoring his 
question.  “You’re gonna make us late.” 
********* 
  The party was already crowded by the time they arrived.  The three friends were greeted 
in the front yard by a small group of students who held up red cups in a welcoming gesture.  Lisa 
waved while Marcus and Scott said, “What’s up?” in unison.        
The house was full of people wearing brown and gold.  It looked like the whole football 
teams and cheer squad was there along with about forty or fifty other people, all students Marcus 
recognized from school.  He seriously doubted that Raymond would be there, since parties and 
school spirit weren’t his thing.  He wasn’t sure if he wanted Vanessa to be there or not.   
The majority of the crowd had congregated either in the kitchen or dining room.  A large 
group had spilled out onto the patio.  Music played in the background but couldn’t be heard 
above the crowd noise.  The loud thump-thump-thump of the bass was the only real evidence 
that music was actually playing. 
“Lisa!” Heather shrieked from across the room and over the crowd noise.  It was her idea 
to have the party and offered up her house as the location.  She pushed through the crowd, ran up 
to them and gave each of them a hug.   
“Hi Scott.  Hi Marcus.” 
“What’s up?  Cool party.”   
“Hey Heather.  How’s it going?” 
“Fine.  It’s going great.  You guys just get here?” 
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Lisa pursed her lips.  “Yes we just got here. Someone,” she looked at Marcus, “was 
dragging his feet.” 
“I was not dragging my feet.”   
Heather smiled at Marcus and clutched Lisa’s arm.  “You’ll never guess who’s here.  
Guess.  Just guess.  You’ll never guess in a million years.” 
Lisa looked around and then back at Heather.  She looked at Marcus and Scott.  They 
both shook their heads.  “Um, everybody?” she replied shrugging her shoulders. 
“No, David Garcia.”   
“Oh, my God.  Really?”  Lisa looked around trying to spot him, but there were too many 
people.  “He is so hot!”  She looked at Scott,  “No offense.”  
“Whatever, just remember you said that,” said Scott.  He glanced at Marcus.  “What’s he 
doing here?” 
“I don’t know.  I feel bad for him.  I mean, he’s good-looking and all but he’s kinda 
weird, always hanging by himself.” 
“He is not weird,” Marcus shot back at Heather.  “Maybe he’s tired of hanging out by 
himself and wants to make friends and finally wants to meet people.  You know, sometimes 
people can be so judgmental.” 
The three of them stared at Marcus, taken aback by his outburst.  “I didn’t mean anything 
by it,” Heather responded.  “I’m glad he’s here and I hope people do try and talk with him.” 
“He’s really nice,” said Lisa.  “We have English together and have talked some.  He’s 
pretty smart.  And good-looking as hell.” 
“Hey, I’m smart and good-looking as hell.” 
Lisa winked at Marcus and Lisa, then poked Scott in the ribs.  “Sure you are babe.” 
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“Um, Raymond and his goon squad aren’t here are they?” 
Heather scrunched up her face.  “That would be a big ‘no’ and I don’t want them here.  
They’d do nothing but cause trouble.” 
“Maybe they won’t show up.” 
Heather nodded.  “God, I hope they don’t.  Well, I’ll see you guys later.  Gotta attend to 
the other guests,” And in a flash, she disappeared into the crowd. 
“Over-react much?” Scott asked Marcus. 
“I hope I didn’t piss her off.” 
“No, I don’t think so.  She’s sweet and probably didn’t what she was saying.  I’m sure 
she didn’t’ mean anything by it.” 
“I don’t know about that but I’m hungry,” Scott replied heading toward the food.  
Marcus piled Doritos, Oreos, and chicken fingers on his plate and grabbed a Coke Zero.    
Scott had already stuffed a chicken finger in his mouth.   
“What?” he asked Lisa, who was looking at him with a shocked look on her face.  “I’m 
hungry.”  
“Think you can leave some for someone else?” 
“So David’s here, huh?” Scott continued, ignoring Lisa’s comment.  “Now isn’t that a 
nice coincidence.”   
Marcus shrugged his shoulders like he didn’t care even though he scanned the room.  
“Yeah I guess.” 
“Whatever,” Scott continued.  “You’re always bitching about never having the 
opportunity to talk to him.  Besides, if you think he’s so hot this would be the perfect time to talk 
to him.” 
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Marcus choked on his drink.  “Can you say that any louder?  I don’t think they heard you 
in China,” he said in-between coughs. 
“Sorry, dude,” Scott replied patting Marcus on the back.  “But, it’s true.  You have a huge 
crush him.” 
“Will you shut up and stop staying that I have a crush on him?” 
“Marcus,” Lisa said in a hushed voice, “who cares if you think he’s cute.” 
He looked at Lisa and widened his eyes, giving her a ‘You-need-to-shut-up-too’ look, 
willing her to be quiet.  “Will you two stop saying that I think he’s ‘cute’ and have a crush on 
him?  I don’t want who I think is cute and who I have a crush on to be the topic of conversation.”  
He looked down at his shoes.  “Besides Vanessa wouldn’t want to hear stuff like that.” 
“But she isn’t here.  I know it sucks but you gotta move on.  That is if you’re gonna be 
you.  That was the whole reason you came out right?” 
Marcus slowly nodded.  “Easy for you to say.  You haven’t hurt someone you love by 
telling her you’re gay.  She thinks I lied and used her.  I didn’t.”  He took a drink.  “Maybe she’ll 
forgive me and we can be friends.” 
 “It’ll take time,” said Lisa.  “I’m sure it was a shock to her.  Most of the school really.  
Most people don’t care.” 
 “Well…” 
Lisa grabbed him by the arm.  “Marcus, don’t look, but there he is,” she whispered and 
pointed excitedly as if she had spotted Bigfoot. “Over there.” 
“Who?” 
“David.  He’s over there.  Okay, look.  Wait, don’t look.  Okay,  look.” 
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“Stop pointing,” he said, yanking her hand down.  David was standing alone against the 
wall.  He was wearing a pair of jeans, a long sleeved white tee shirt, with a silver and blue Ion 
City Warriors soccer jersey on top.  He locked eyes with Marcus, smiled and nodded hello; 
Marcus smiled and nodded back.   
“You could always walk up to him and actually speak,” Scott replied.  “I mean he’s just a 
another guy.  And you’ve already kinda talked to him.” 
“That was in the bathroom and doesn’t count.  We weren’t talking.  We were yelling at 
each other.”  Marcus glanced over in David’s direction. 
“Dude...” 
“Yeah, yeah.  I hear you.” 
Lisa looked over at David and waved.  “No one’s gonna think anything about it if you 
talk to him.  I say go for it. Right Scott?” 
He nodded.  “Yep,” he said and started piling more food on his plate. 
Lisa picked at the food on his plate.  He looked at her.  “I don’t want my own plate.  I’ll 
just share with you,” she said before he could say anything.  She grabbed an Oreo and played 
solo-catch, tossing it up the air a couple of times and catching it.  “You know what, I’ll be right 
back.” 
“Lisa you’re not gonna…”   
“Breathe Marcus.  I’m just gonna look for Heather.”  Lisa winked at Scott and 
disappeared into the crowd. 
“So how are those headaches you’ve been having?  You say anything to your dad yet?” 
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Marcus shook his head.  “No, I started to but couldn’t do it,” he mumbled through a 
mouth full of Oreos.  “I…” Marcus stopped and watched Scott break out in a big smirk.  It didn’t 
take him long to realize why Scott was smiling. 
His heart began to thump in his chest.  “Please tell me that Lisa’s not bringing David over 
here.” 
“Okay, I won’t tell you,” he paused.  “But she is.” 
“Crap.”  Marcus started brushing the front of his shirt.  “How do I look?” 
“Other than the fact that you have Doritos’ crap all over your shirt and Oreo’s all smeared 
in your teeth, you look fine.”   
Marcus’ eyes grew wide and he started to panic.  The last time he saw David, he had 
Coke all over him.  Now it was Marcus’ turn to look like a three year old.  He started brushing at 
his shirt smearing the Doritos’s cheese powder, and making it worse. 
“Well, that didn’t help,” Scott laughed. 
“Man, shut up and get me a napkin or something.” 
“Calm down dude.  I’m just kidding.  You look fine.”  Scott smiled, not wanting to pass 
up the opportunity to give Marcus some grief.  “Except for the Oreo’s.” 
Marcus took a big gulp of Coke Zero, hoping to swish and swallow before Lisa and 
David arrived.  
“Too late.” 
“David, this is my boyfriend, Scott.”  David and Scott shook hands. 
“What’s up,” they both said in unison. 
“And I believe you know Marcus.”   
“Hey, Marcus.  What’s up?”   
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Marcus nodded.  He couldn’t speak because his mouth was full of Coke Zero and Oreos.  
He saw Scott out of the corner of his eye trying not to laugh.  He never wanted to hit Scott as 
hard as he did right now at this moment.  Marcus tried to swallow too quickly and started 
choking.  He held up a finger for everyone to give him a moment while Lisa patted him on the 
back.  Scott had tears rolling down his eyes.  Marcus finally managed to gain his composure. 
 “You okay?” David asked. 
Marcus nodded.   
“Scott, let me show you this over here,” Lisa said grabbing Scott by the arm.  “Boys we’ll 
be right back.” 
Marcus and David watched as Scott and Lisa rushed off.  He was trying to decide on the 
best way to kill them, slowly, when David smiled at him; he smiled back.   
“You um, have…”  David pointed to his teeth.  Marcus’ smile disappeared from his face.   
That damn Scott.  “I’m…” he started, and then covered his mouth with his hand.  “Stay 
here, I’ll be right back.”  Marcus pushed his way through the crowd looking for the bathroom.  
Half-way to the bathroom he spotted Scott and Lisa, who both smiled and waved at him.  He 
mouthed “I’m gonna kill you” and kept going.  He found some mouthwash, swished and caught 
up with David. 
“Hey before you say anything, I just want to apologize for the other day.  I mean, I’m not 
normally like that.  And I’m sorry for yelling at you.  I didn’t have a right to do that.  Raymond 
just really pissed me off.” 
“Don’t worry about it.  He pisses everyone off.” 
“Heard you gave him that black eye. 
Marcus nodded. 
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“That’s awesome.  Wish I had been there.  Better yet, wish I had done it my self.  But if I 
did, he’d probably kill me.” 
Marcus nodded in agreement. 
“So are we okay?” 
“What do you mean?” Marcus asked.  When were we not okay? he thought to himself. 
“From the other day.  I mean, most people treat me like I’m here illegally and need to go 
back to Mexico.  By the way, just to set the record straight, my family’s from Puerto Rico.  But 
at least you tried to be decent to me.  Not many people here do.  So thanks.”   
An uneasy silence fell between the both of them.  Marcus noticed that Scott and Lisa 
were watching, although they were pretending that they weren’t.  He pointed at David’s soccer 
jersey.  “So you like soccer, huh?” he asked trying to start up a conversation. 
“Yeah I’ve been playing since I was a kid.  You?” 
Marcus had never played soccer before in his life.  He thought it was dull and boring and 
could never understand why people enjoyed playing it; much less watch it on T.V.  In short, he 
hated the game. 
“I love soccer,” he lied. 
“We’ll have to go sometime.  There’s a game next Saturday if you’d like to go.  I can get 
tickets.” 
Marcus hesitated before he answered.  Was David asking out on a date or was he 
imagining things.  Again his heart thumped in his chest in excitement.  His palms were sweaty.  
“Yeah, I’ll check and see if I have anything planned,” he replied.  “I’ll let you know if that’s 
cool.”  He didn’t have anything planned but didn’t want to seem too eager.   
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“Great.”  David pulled out his phone and checked the time.  “Damn, I gotta go.”  He 
looked at Marcus.  “Since I don’t get a chance to see you around campus, maybe I could get your 
number.  That way we can finalize things for Saturday.” 
Marcus got a lump in his throat.  David Garcia was asking him for his number.   
“Sure,” he responded after coming out of his momentary trance.  “Sounds like a plan.” 
“What sounds like a plan?” 
Scott and Lisa had decided to return to check on Marcus’ progress. 
He and David glanced at each other.  “Nothing.  Just something we were talking about.  
Maybe next time y’all shouldn’t be so rude and run off.” 
“Speaking of time,” David said, checking the time.  “I should be going.” 
“It’s still kinda early.” 
“Yeah, I know but I didn’t expect to stay long.  Told my parents I’d be home early.” 
He said goodbye to Scott and Lisa and then shook hands with Marcus.  “So maybe 
Saturday?” 
“Maybe.  I’ll let you know but I think so.”  They locked eyes and held hands longer than 
a traditional handshake.  Marcus felt his palms getting sweaty and quickly snatched his hand 
from David’s grasp.  David smiled and winked. 
“Cool.  Catch y’all later.” 
“What the hell was that?” Scott asked after David left. 
Lisa nodded in agreement.  “Yeah, so what happened?” 
“You know what, I don’t think I’m talking to y’all,” Marcus replied in mock anger. 
“Dude, how else were you gonna talk to him?  You wouldn’t have done it on your own.”  
Scott patted him on the back.  “You should be thanking Lisa.” 
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“Damn right you should,” Lisa interrupted.  
“So what do you think?” Scott asked. 
“’Bout what?” 
Scott rolled his eyes.  “The threat of global warming and its affect on the Amazon river 
basin.  What do you think?  David.  What do you think about him?” 
 “Yeah, what happened?” Lisa asked. 
Marcus briefly explained the conversation and how David had invited him to a soccer 
game.” 
“Dude, you hate soccer.” 
“Yeah I know,” Marcus said and then smiled.  “But it gives me an excuse to hang out 
with David Garcia.” 
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Chapter 6 
Marcus bolted upright in bed, grabbed his head and grunted in pain.  It felt like a bomb 
had exploded in his head.  His body and sheets were soaked in sweat.  His heart pounded in his 
chest and he was breathing was heavy.  His eyes turned bright white and opaque as if he were 
wearing contacts.   He felt a strange powerful energy crackle and surge through his body, starting 
at his head down to his feet.  A spasm jolted his body and in an instant, everything was back to 
normal.. 
He felt nauseous and tried to stand but lost his footing and fell. 
“Shit,” he moaned.  “What the hell is happening to me?”  He crawled to the bathroom, 
took off his shorts and t-shirt, and splashed cold water in his face.  Feeling sweaty and sticky, he 
decided to take a hot shower.  
What the hell is up with these headaches?  He thought to himself as the hot water washed 
over his body relaxing him.  That was the worst one yet. 
After ten minutes, he dried off and walked back to his room.  He checked the time:  Four 
a.m.   
Okay, there’s no way I’m gonna get back to sleep.  Gotta clear my head. 
He got dressed and went outside to go jogging.  He didn’t have a clear destination; he just 
needed to run.  The early morning was still dark and foggy.  It was cold but felt good, especially 
after the hot shower.  He started to run but made a mental to be careful and watch for slick spots.  
The temperatures had dropped below freezing during the night and were patches of black ice on 
the roads.  Lost in thought, he didn’t realize that he was jogging in the middle of the street.     
These aren’t regular headaches, that’s for sure.  And I’m not sure what this energy or 
force is that’s surging through my body.  Maybe I should go see a doctor.     
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He tried clearing his mind and enjoyed the silence; the only sound was the rhythmic 
pounding of his shoes on the asphalt.  It was the suddenness of the headlights and sound of a car 
engine that brought him out of his trance.  It took a few seconds for him to realize what was 
happening.  The car wasn’t speeding but was moving much too fast for the road condition.   He 
turned to run out of the way, but a jolt of pain again surged through his skull.  He screamed and 
dropped to his knees in pain.   
The fog was so thick that the driver didn’t see him until the last minute.  He slammed on 
his brakes and hit a patch of black ice.  The tires lost traction and the driver lost control of the 
car.  It slid toward Marcus.  He was frozen with fear, unable to think or move.  He closed his 
eyes and wondered what it would feel like to be hit and killed.  He held his hands up and braced 
himself for impact.    
Why doesn’t he stop?  Stop! 
The jolt of pain he felt shifted to a powerful buzzing sensation as if millions of bees were 
swarming in his skull.  The same energy surged through his body but this time it seemed focused 
and not random. 
He heard a crash and waited a few seconds, braced for impact, before he opened his eyes.  
The car had stopped three feet from him.  Its front end was crushed as if it had hit an invisible 
wall.  He smelled transmission fluid and the radiator was leaking.  He stood up and checked to 
make sure that he was alright.  He then walked to the driver’s side of the car.  The air bag had 
deployed, stunning the driver, and the On-star system automatically called 911.  The police 
would be there shortly, guided by the GPS system.   
Marcus heard the driver moan and felt relieved that he wasn’t killed.  He tried to open the 
door to help him but couldn’t; it was jammed shut. 
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Got to get this open, he thought.  The door flew open.  What the… 
He helped the driver out, who proceeded to sit on the ground.   
“What the hell happened?” the driver managed to ask after clearing his head. 
Marcus wasn’t sure and wasn’t sure what he should tell the driver.  “A deer,” he lied.  
“You hit a deer.” 
“A deer?  Kid I didn’t see a deer, only you in the middle of the street.” 
“No, it came from over there,” Marcus pointed.  “And ran that way.”  He pointed in the 
opposite direction. 
The driver managed to stand and walked around to the front of his car.  “That don’t look 
like no deer to me,” he mumbled to himself.  “There would be a lot more damage.  And the deer 
would be around here somewhere.”  Skeptically, he rubbed his head and looked at Marcus.  
“You sure?” 
Marcus nodded. 
Within moments, the police along with an ambulance and fire truck arrived, sirens 
blaring, shattering the quite peaceful morning.  Marcus and the driver recounted what had 
happened.  The police were just as skeptical as the driver. 
“Son, are you sure it was a deer?” the policeman asked as he surveyed the damage for 
what seemed to Marcus to be the one-hundredth time. 
Marcus nodded again, for what seemed like the one-hundredth time.  “Yes, sir.  I mean, 
what else could it be?” 
“And why were you jogging in the middle of the road at this hour in the morning?” 
“I jog every morning,” he lied. 
Harrison Page 44  
After a preliminary check to ensure that Marcus was okay, the policeman offered Marcus 
a ride home.  A tow truck had arrived to tow the car away.  The driver was on the phone with 
insurance company. 
“Yes, a deer,” Marcus overheard the driver tell the insurance agent on the other end.  He 
had a bandage on his nose from the impact of the air bag. 
The policeman pulled up in the driveway.  “Son, please be careful when you’re jogging, 
especially in these conditions.  Wear light-reflecting clothing so that drivers can see you.  More 
importantly, don’t run down the middle of the street.” 
Marcus stood and watched the police cruiser’s taillights disappear into the fog.  He 
walked in the house, finally admitting to himself what happened. 
I did that.  I stopped that car from killing me.  I was about to be killed and stopped it.  
Just by thinking it.  And ripped that door off even though I didn’t touch it.  Just by thinking it.  
All with my mind.   
He smiled to himself.  I bet I can do it again. 
********* 
Marcus sat in his room and analyzed the past few moments.  He deduced that the same 
power that he used a few moments ago with the car was the same thing that allowed him to slam 
Raymond into the lockers.  But what type of power was it, where did it come from, and what 
could he do? 
The headaches and the sensation that something’s exploding in my head.  That has to be 
the beginning of it.  Of everything starting to manifest itself.  But what’s everything.  Let’s see, 
the football game was the first time I felt it.  And then there was the fight with Raymond.  It 
happened again during my argument with David.  And wait a minute, what about the sharp 
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flashes of pain in my head.  It has to be some sort of mental ability.  The game and the incident 
with David were all subconscious.  The only time I thought something and it happened was with 
Raymond and just a little while ago with the car.  So maybe when I focus and think I can make 
stuff happen. 
He looked around and spotted his laptop across the room on his desk.  
Rise. He concentrated and focused.  The buzzing sensation filled his head and the familiar 
surge of energy flowed through his body, but this time he was prepared for it.  The laptop and 
levitated into the air.  With another thought (come here), the laptop floated across the room 
toward him.  He grabbed it out of the air; the buzzing and energy subsided.  He laughed out loud. 
Shit, I think I’m telekinetic.  
He looked around and began to telekinetically lift and move various objects around the 
room:  his bed; the dresser; desk; footlocker; clothes and shoes.  He did this for a few moments 
before putting everything back in its place. 
Holy Shit.  I’m telekinetic.  He continued to laughed.  Freakin’ awesome.  I… 
Before he could finish his thought, a series of spasms and cramps ripped through his 
body.  He felt like someone or something was physically molding and kneading his body like it 
was a lump of clay.  Feeling nauseous, he ran to the bathroom.  He grabbed the sink to steady 
himself, shut his eyes tight and grunted in agony.  He clenched his jaws so hard that he thought it 
would crack. 
Please God make it stop. 
The spasms stopped.  He looked in the mirror in time to see a black smoky substance 
materialize from his body and swirled around him like a mini-tornado.  The dark material coated 
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his body like a swimmer’s wetsuit, creating what looked like a second skin, adding bulk and 
mass to his already muscular physique. 
He stared at his reflection in the mirror.  He was covered head-to-toe in the solid, jet 
black “material.”  His hands and feet were covered by gloves and boots that stopped mid-calf.   
He flexed his arms and legs; pulled and tugged at the substance covering his body.  It had 
a sleek, smooth, polished look and felt firm but flexible.  He was able to move around with ease.  
Then he looked in the mirror and noticed that his eyes were shimmering with a glowing silver 
substance.  It reminded him of mercury.  He blinked. 
“Holy shit.” 
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Chapter 7 
Marcus wondered why he was so hungry and checked the time.  It was a little past noon.  
He had been going over the past few hours over and over in his mind and lost track of time, 
missing school.  There was a text message from earlier in the morning on his phone.  It was from 
Scott. 
Where r u?   
There was a second one from an hour ago:  u ok? 
Marcus replied:  doing ok. come over later.  gotta talk 
Scott:  anything wrong? 
Marcus thought for a moment.  How could he answer that?  Was anything wrong?  Not 
really.  He felt fine except for being just a little anxious, excited and confused.  And why 
shouldn’t he?  Hadn’t he just discovered, only a few hours ago, that he had telekinetic powers 
and could somehow create a costume, or whatever you wanted to call it, out of thin air? 
He texted Scott back:  just get here  
****** 
He rushed to the door, almost tripping in the process, and yanked the door open. 
“What took you so long?” he asked as he pulled Scott in by the arm and slammed the 
door shut before Scott even had a chance to say ‘hello.’  He peered out the window.  “Anyone 
follow you?” 
 “Dude, what is wrong with you?  I had to do something for my mom and got here as soon 
as I could.  I hadn’t even eaten anything.  Whatcha’ got?”  He walked into the kitchen, looking 
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for a snack.  “And who’s gonna follow me here?”  He looked Marcus up and down.  “And why 
are you breathing so hard?” 
 “I ran to the door,” Marcus said following Scott into the kitchen.  Scott tossed his jacket 
on a chair. 
 “So why you miss school today?” he asked after he grabbed some chips out of the pantry.   




Marcus took a deep breath.  “Something happened this morning.”  He quickly recounted 
the events of the early morning.  “I wasn’t paying attention and was in the middle of the street 
when this car comes speeding at me.  I was so scared I froze.  And then…” 
A few seconds ticked away.  “Dude, what happened?” 
“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.  I didn’t believe it.” 
“You’re starting to piss me off.” 
Marcus held up his hands.  “Ok, ok.  It’s better if I show you anyway.  But remember, 
you can’t tell anyone.” 
 “Yeah, yeah.  I get it.  I can’t tell anyone.  Secret squirrel shit.  So what’s so important?” 
 
Marcus stood up, went to the refrigerator, and grabbed a carton of eggs.  He handed one 
to Scott and led him to the far end of the kitchen and then returned to the other side. 
“Alright, throw it.” 
Scott looked at Marcus, at the egg in his hand, and then back at Marcus. 
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“Do what?” 
“Throw it.  Throw the egg at me.” 
Scott shrugged his shoulders and half-tossed it.  It landed a few feet from him. 
“What the hell was that?” Marcus asked.  He grabbed a dishrag and cleaned it up off the 
floor. 
Scott folded his arms across his chest.  “You told me to throw it.” 
Marcus grabbed another egg and walked it over to Scott.  “I said, ‘throw it’ not toss it like 
a little girl.”  He walked back to the other side of the kitchen again.  “Now this time, throw it like 
you’re throwing a baseball.  As hard as you can.” 
 “In the house?”  He raised an eyebrow.  “And what if you miss?” 
“Just throw it.” 
Feeling silly, Scott took a pitcher’s stance and threw the egg as fast and hard as he could 
at Marcus.  It flew across the room but instead of Marcus catching it, which is what Scott 
expected, he held up his hand and the egg stopped in mid-air.  It levitated in front of his face as if 
it were a balloon filled with helium.  
 It took a moment before Scott realized what he was witnessing.  His mouth dropped open 
as the egg floated back across the room to him.  Out of reflex, he grabbed it out of the air.  He 
looked at the egg in his hand and dropped it on the floor like it burned his hand.  His knees felt 
wobbly and, afraid that they may not be able to support his weight, began to fall.  A chair flew 
across the room and landed under him before he hit the floor.  He sat for a second and then 
realizing what had just happened, jumped up.  He looked at Marcus, who nodded and smiled. 
 “What the…” 
 “That’s what I was trying to tell you,” Marcus said. 
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 Not understanding, Scott shook his head.  “What?  What?”   
“I know, right.  How crazy is that?  I’m freakin’ telekinetic.” 
Scott continued to shake his head.  “Tele…” he replied as his voice trailed off. 
“So it wasn’t a deer that wrecked that guy’s car.  It was me.  I thought it to stop and it 
did, like it hit a wall or something.  Guess I used too much power.  Although I guess I can’t be 
blamed because I didn’t know what I was doing.  Or that I could even do, for that matter.” 
“Deer?  What deer?  What are you talking about?” 
“You hadn’t listened to a word I’ve said, have you?  The car hit a patch of black ice and 
started to slide into me and hit me.  I told it to ‘stop,’ Marcus made quotation marks in the air 
when he said ‘stop’ and continued.  “And it did.  I tried to open the car door to make sure the guy 
was okay but it was stuck.  So I opened it with my mind.  It all happened so fast.  I told the guy 
and the police that he hit a deer.  They didn’t believe me but it was better to tell them that instead 
of the truth.  They sure as hell wouldn’t have believed me if I had told them I was telekinetic.” 
Marcus stared at Scott watching him.  His face was contorted in confusion.  When he 
finally spoke, it was in a hoarse whisper. 
“So what you’re trying to tell me is that you have telekinetic powers.” 
Marcus shook his head. 
“And you stopped that egg in mid-air and levitated it back to me.  And moved this chair,” 
he pointed at the chair, “under me so that I wouldn’t fall down.” 
Again, Marcus shook his head. 
“How?” 
“How did I do it or how did I get powers?” 
Scott thought a moment.  “Both I guess.” 
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“Well, the first question is easy.  Or the easier of the two.  I basically think and visualize 
and it happens.  The other question, I don’t know.” 
“And you’ve been here all day doing this?” 
“Yeah.”  He paused.  “And, um, there’s one more thing.  This’ll really blow your mind.” 
“Dude, all of this has already blown my mind.” 
Marcus walked over to Scott and motioned for him to sit down.  “You’re gonna need to 
sit for this.  If you thought that blew your mind, well, you ain’t seen nothing yet.” 
He focused.  The air around him seemed to ripple and stir.  He repeated the 
transformation from the bathroom but this time he was in control.   The dark substance appeared 
from nothingness and surrounded him.  Within seconds He changed from ‘Marcus in regular 
clothes’ to ‘Marcus in black costume.’ 
He turned toward Scott.   
“So.  What do you think?” he asked.  His voice was muffled from behind the mask. 
Scott’s mouth dropped open. 
 “I know what you’re gonna ask and I don’t know.” 
   “I need some water.” 
 The refrigerator door opened, and a bottled water to float free toward Scott.  It hovered in 
front of him, the cap untwisting by itself. 
 “Okay cut that out.  You’re starting to creep me the fuck out.”  Scott grabbed the water 
and drank it all at once.  His hands were trembling.  Marcus changed back to his regular clothes 
and took the empty bottle from Scott. 
 “Sorry, not trying to creep you out or anything.  I just had to tell someone.  But I did have 
all day to deal with it.  I kinda dropped it on you like a bomb. 
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 Scott nodded.  “And you said ‘telekinesis?’” 
 Marcus nodded again. 
 “How do you feel?” 
 Marcus shook his head.  “Aside from being able to move things with my mind, I feel 
fine.” 
 “You told your dad?”  
 “I was thinking about it and was gonna but didn’t know what to say.  Then Spence came 
over and I just didn’t get a chance.” 
 Feeling a little steady and confident that his legs would support his weight, Scott walked 
to the refrigerator got another bottled water. 
 “I coulda done that for you.  You know.”  He pointed to his head. 
 “Dude, I gotta take baby steps with this.”  He took a gulp.  What was that you were 
wearing?” 
 “The costume thing?  You wanna see it again?” 
 Scott nodded. 
 “You need to sit down again?” 
 “No I’m prepared for it this time.”  He laughed.  “’Prepared for it.’ Ha.” 
 Again, Marcus initiated the change into the black costume. 
He rubbed his chest.  “So I can create this crazy costume out of thin air.  Don’t know 
where it comes from or why it’s all black.” 
Scott reached out and touched the material.  It was smooth and seamless.  “It feels 
like…”  He hesitated.  “It feels like ‘liquid cloth’ or something like that.  Is it like, skin tight?  Or 
comfortable?” 
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Marcus flexed his arm.  “It feels fine.  The first time it happened, right after I got home 
from the whole car thing and took a shower, it just happened.  It hurt like hell and I didn’t have 
any control.  It really freaked me out.  Hell, it did more than freak me out…it scared the shit 
outta me.  But now I can control the change and do it whenever.”   
“Looks like you’re bigger.  Like you’ve been working out.” 
“It’s the costume.  It kinda bulks me up more.  Again, not sure how but it does.”   
“How can you breathe in that thing?  Or even see for that matter,” he said looking at 
Marcus’ silver eyes. 
“I can breathe and see fine.  You’d think I’d be suffocating but I’m not.” 
“Dude, that’s so wicked.” 
 “So you’re feeling more comfortable with the whole thing?” 
Scott nodded and said, “Yeah, I guess.  I mean, it’s all weird and whatnot, but cool at the 
same time.  So what are you?  Mutant?  Meta-human?” 
 Marcus cocked his head to the side and thought for a moment.  “Aren’t they the same 
thing?” 
 Scott shrugged his shoulders.  “I dunno. I thought so but who knows.  So how’d you get 
‘em.  The powers I mean?  And are you tell your pop?” 
 Marcus transformed back to his regular clothes.  “No, not yet,” he said.  “You’re the only 
one so far.” 
“So what are you gonna do?”  Scott asked. 
 “I gotta think about it.  I mean, I haven’t heard of any superpower coaches or manuals out 
there.  It’s not like playing football.” 
Harrison Page 54  
“Smart ass.”  Before Marcus could comment, Scott, who had grabbed an egg from the 
refrigerator when he got his water, threw it at Marcus.  “Think fast,” he yelled.  The both 
watched as the egg hit Marcus in the chest, breaking upon impact.   
Marcus looked at the mess on his shirt.  “What the hell is wrong with you?” 
“It was a test,” Scott replied.  “I thought you’d know I was gonna do it.  You know, read 
my mind.” 
Marcus shook his head, “I can’t read minds dofus.  Only move things.  It’s called ‘tele-
kinesis, not tele-pathy.”  He emphasized the last syllable of each word.  “You just messed up a 
perfectly good shirt.” 
“Did I?” Scott responded.  “I bet if you think about it, you could ‘tele-kinesisly’ clean it 
up.  And before you say anything, I know it’s ‘telekinetically.’  Just messin’” 
Marcus smirked.  He focused on the spot on his shirt and the egg mess began to bubble 
and swirl until it lifted off of his shirt as if it had never been there.  He dumped the mess in the 
sink. 
“See, I told you.” 
Marcus thought for a moment.   “I just had an idea.” 
“What?” 
He tossed Scott his jacket and grabbed his own.  “Let’s see what I can really do.” 
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Chapter 8 
Marcus’ jeep pulled up the front gate of the abandoned auto junk yard.  It was late 
evening and they were two hours from town; so out of the way and isolated that no one would 
find it.  Scott was surprised that Marcus knew of this place. 
They were hesitant and cautious as they got out of the jeep and walked up to gate.  A sign 
was posted that said “Keep Out.  No Trespassing.”  There was a reason why the fence was fifteen 
feet high with barbwire across the top:  keep out meant keep out.  Scott pulled the corrugated 
steel door up on its chain.  It didn’t move. 
“The chain’s rusted shut.” 
Marcus motioned for Scott to get out of the way.  Then he concentrated on the door.  The 
rusted chains squealed in protest, angry that they were being disturbed from a long sleep.  Then 
the door was ripped of its hinges and few across the ground.  It landed with a loud thud.  They 
both jumped and Marcus cursed under his breath.  So much for stealth.  Scott glared at him. 
“Sorry,” he whispered.   
They entered the junkyard and looked around at their surroundings. 
The cars seemed to go on forever in every direction.  Thousands of cars haphazardly 
stacked in huge mountains of metal and steel, some towering as high as fifteen to twenty –five 
feet.  They were amazed and overwhelmed at the number of vehicles. 
The Land of Junkyard Crap. 
“How’d you know of this place?” 
“Well, Pop brought me out here years ago when I was a kid.  We got lost and drove past 
it.  He stopped to ask directions and noticed the place was abandoned.  Guess I always 
remembered it.” 
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“You don’t think we’ll get caught for trespassing or destruction of property, do you?” 
“No, I don’t think so.  You saw for yourself that the gate was rusted shut.” 
A “pathway” appeared to have been cleared around the stacks, creating a maze.  They 
walked around, careful not to disturb anything and looking around cautiously. 
“Think there’s any rats out here?” Scott asked. 
“I’m sure but they won’t bother you if you don’t bother them.” 
“Yeah, well…” 
He thought he heard a noise and stopped, not noticing that Marcus had disappeared 
behind a stack of cars. 
“Marcus,” he called out in a loud whisper.  “Hey dude, where are you?”  He listened and 
didn’t receive a response.  “Marcus,” he called out, louder this time. 
“Hey over here.” 
“Where the hell is ‘over here’?” he asked.  He followed the sound of Marcus’ voice.  A 
few feet ahead he saw a large clearing; Marcus was standing in the middle. 
“Dude, don’t ever do that again.” 
“Do what?” 
Scott shook his head.  “Never mind.” 
Marcus held his arms out.  “Think this is a good spot?” 
“Yeah, looks cool.”  He surveyed their surroundings.  “There aren’t any rats out here, you 
think?” 
Marcus shook his head.  “Man, the rats don’t want you.  Now will you calm down and 
stop asking me about rats,” he replied.   
“If I see a rat…” Scott mumbled under his breath. 
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Marcus looked at him.  “What?” 
Scott folded his arms across his chest and indicated to Marcus to continue.   
“Are you sure?  I don’t want to interrupt your expedition for Mickey.” 
“He’s a mouse, not a rat.” 
Marcus laughed and shook his head.  He looked around until he spotted an old yellow 
school bus.  It was rusted, and the windshield was gone.  Many of the windows had been 
smashed out.  The front wheels were gone so it sloped down in the front.  “What about that?” he 
asked, pointing. 
Scott shrugged his shoulders.  “Try it out.” 
Marcus gestured.  Rise up, he thought to himself and concentrated.  He grunted.  Beads of 
sweat appeared on his forehead and he started breathing heavy.  There was a slight groan from 
the metal as it resisted.  Instead of rising into the air, it flipped over on its side in a loud crash.  
The sound seemed to echoed throughout the junkyard.  They both jumped and looked at each 
other. 
“So that was crappy.  I was trying to lift it not turn it over.”   
“Still, not bad.  Not bad at all.” 
“I guess.  It’s still not what I wanted to happen.”  Marcus took a deep breath, bent down 
and put his hands on his knees.   
“You okay?” 
“Yeah, I’m fine.  Feels like working out with weights or something.” 
“Well, a bus is kinda heavy.  Maybe start with something smaller.”  Scott looked around 
and spotted a light blue Volkswagen Beetle.  Its roof was caved in and, like the bus, its 
windshield and windows were busted out.  “Try that one.” 
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“That’s kinda small,” Marcus said, shaking his head.  “I’m not sure.” 
“You gotta start somewhere.  Maybe the bus was just too big to start.”   
“’Maybe you’re right.”   
“What, what did you say?  Did you actually say that I’m right about something?  Let me 
mark this down in my calendar.”   
Ignoring Scott, he closed his eyes, took a deep breath and cleared his mind.  He opened 
them, concentrated on the Volkswagen, and had one thought: Rise.  In his mind’s eye, he 
pictured the car rising into the air.  The car didn’t move.  He concentrated harder, reaching out 
with his thoughts: Rise.  This time he was met with some success as the car rocked back and 
forth.  Dammit, rise.  Lift up! The car shook and rocked much harder and then, with the sound of 
crunching metal, it rose two feet into the air.  Then with a slight grunt, he gestured again, lifting 
his arms into the sky.  The car flew across the yard as if thrown by giant invisible hands. 
“Woo hoo,” Scott yelled as he jumped into the air.  “Now that’s what I’m talking ‘bout.” 
Marcus smiled.  “Now that was a lot easier.  And I’m hardly breathing hard at all.  Of 
course it was a lot smaller than the other one.” 
“You just lifted a car with your mind.  And if you think about it, you moved a bus.  A 
freaking bus.  Come one, give yourself some credit.” 
Marcus shook his head.  “Yeah, I guess you’re right,” he replied. 
Scott put his hand over his chest like he was having a heart attack.  “Twice in less than 
five minutes.  Is this my best friend talking?” 
“Shut up.” 
“Just kidding.  Anyway, I was thinking…” 
“A first for you.” 
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“Anyway, as I was saying, think you’d wanna try something else?” 
 Marcus shrugged.  “Like what?” 
Scott looked his friend squarely in the eyes.  “Think you can fly?” 
Marcus took a deep breath.  “I don’t know?  Think I should try?” 
Scott shrugged.  “I dunno.  I mean if you can lift a car, wouldn’t it be the same thing as 
you focusing your powers on yourself?  And a car’s much heavier than you so it should be a lot 
easier, don’t you think?” 
“Well, to tell you the truth, it did cross my mind.  But if I’m gonna do it, I may as well do 
it right.” 
He focused on the costume and within an instant, was wearing it. 
“Okay, here goes.” 
He stretched out his arms, turned his powers on himself and thought “rise.”  He pictured 
himself levitating up into the sky, flying.  A silvery nimbus aura appeared around his body as if 
someone had increased the dimmer switch on a light.  It surrounded his body and he felt a force 
lift him up, as if someone had lassoed him with an invisible rope and pulled up into the air.  He 
visualized himself rising higher and higher, faster and faster.  Below he heard Scott yelling, “Hot 
damn,” before he really took off into the night sky.  He looked down and was thankful that he 
didn’t have a fear of heights.  Although the air was cold, he barely felt it.  He laughed at the fact 
that he was flying and of watching Scott jump up and down on the ground.  He felt confident and 
excited, surveyed the ground below and felt free.     
I can’t believe this.  This is so freakin’ awesome. 
This time he put his arms to his sides, and flying higher, did a series of back-flips and 
barrel-rolls.  He straightened out, flew horizontally to the ground, and realized that he had flown 
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quiet a distance from the junkyard.  He turned around and within moments, was back with Scott.  
He hovered just above him. 
“Dude you looked like you were having fun up there.” 
“You have no idea.  It’s the most awesome thing I’ve ever experienced in my life.”   
“I bet.  What’s it…?” 
Before Scott could finish his question, Marcus yelled, “Hold on” and again shot up in the 
air, this time telekinetically pulling Scott behind him.   
  “Dude let me know before you do that,” Scott replied, after they stopped.  Catching his 
breath, he surveyed their surroundings, unnerved because of being so high in the air with no 
visible means of support.  His face was pale. 
 “Yeah, whatever.  You okay?” 
 “Hell, yeah,” Scott yelled.  He looked down at the ground below.  “How high do you 
think we are?”   
“Maybe just under a half-mile.  I don’t wanna go up too high,” Marcus replied.   
“Um, a half-mile, or just under a half-mile, is kinda high.” 
“You scared?”   
Before Scott could answer they dropped into a free fall, the cool air rushing and pushing 
against their faces.  Marcus slowed their velocity, and gently lowered them to the ground.  Scott 
was shaking his head, still laughing. 
 “Damn,” he said touching the ground.  “Are you kidding me?  That was freakin’ intense.” 
 Marcus nodded.  “Intense’s not the word.” 
 He transformed back to his regular clothes.  “What time do you think it is?” 
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“Damn, we’ve been out here two and a half hours,” Scott replied, checking the time.  
“Time flies, huh?  Guess we should be headed back” 
“Guess so.  We’ll definitely have to come back.  This is exactly what I needed.” 
****** 
“Sorry if I’m hungry but I hadn’t had anything except some chips and that was a long 
time ago.” 
Marcus pulled into the convenience store parking lot and pulled up to a gas pump.  
“Guess I’ll get gas while I’m here.  Get me something.” 
“Sure thing,” Scott yelled over his shoulder as he entered the store.   
That was the most awesome thing I’ve ever done before in my life.  But still, how did I get 
these powers and where did they come from?  Why telekinesis?  And Scott had a valid question:  
am I a mutant?  What, the first mutant ever in the history of the world.  That’s cool and scary at 
the same time. 
The pump stopped and he looked in the store window.  Scott was in line; it was much 
longer than anticipated.  Marcus walked in to see what was taking so long.  As he entered, he 
didn’t notice the black sedan speed up to the store until it was right at the door. 
A young man jumped out.  He was wearing a hood jacket with dark glasses.  He shot a 
gun up in the air. 
“Everyone get the fuck down, don’t do anything and no one’ll get hurt.”  He shot out the 
security cameras and turned to the store clerk.  “You open the cash register and give me the 
money.  Hurry up or I’ll blow his head off.”  He pointed his gun at a young couple.  “Shut up,” 
he yelled to the woman, “or I’ll shoot you too.”  The young man hugged the woman tight, 
shushing and reassuring her that everything would be alright. 
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Marcus noticed that the car was running; the gunman obviously had at least one 
accomplice.  He didn’t know what to do.  He had powers but not really trained and he didn’t 
want anyone to get hurt, or worse, killed.  He was pretty sure that he could take out the gunman 
without anyone getting hurt.  Still, there was no guarantee that the gunman wouldn’t hurt 
someone.  He was obviously tweaked out on something. 
He glanced at Scott, who clearly understood what was going through his mind.  Scott 
winked and nodded at him.  He winked back and went to work. 
“Didn’t I tell you to hurry up,” the gunman yelled at the store clerk.  “He shot in the air 
again.  The clerk, an elderly man moved as fast as he could but it wasn’t fast enough for the 
gunman.  His accomplices outside blared on the car horn.  He was taking way too long and they 
were getting antsy. 
The gunman pointed his gun at the clerk.  “Old man, you’re taking way too long and 
pissing me off.  Let me show you what happens to people who piss me off.” 
He pulled the trigger but nothing happened.  He tried to fire again and this time, the gun 
flew from his hand as if an invisible person had grabbed it and yanked it from his grasp.  Then he 
felt a force seize his body and he went flying across the store.  He hit the floor hard, knocking 
himself out. 
Realizing something was going terribly wrong, the driver in the car slammed on the gas.  
The tires screeched and the smell of burning rubber filled the air.  It pulled out of the parking lot 
and began speeding down the road. 
“Call 911,” Marcus yelled as he ran out the door after the car.  By the time he had taken 
two steps he had already transformed into his costume and was flying.   
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It didn’t take long for him to over take the car.  The store was in the middle of nowhere 
and the roads were empty.  He spotted it less than a mile from the store and quickly descended 
flying just a few feet above it.  He focused and concentrated:  all four tires ripped from the car 
landing in the road.  The car fell on its underbelly and carried by its momentum slid across the 
road until it came to a screeching halt. 
The roof crunched and twisted, and peeled off of the car like someone was peeling a 
banana.  The driver looked up at the sky above him, and wiped his eyes when he saw the figure 
in black hovering above him.  He pulled out his gun and, hands shaking, started shooting. 
Marcus held up his hands and the bullets stopped in mid-air and floated in front of him.  
After the gun was empty of bullets, the gun flew it at Marcus who easily dodged it.  The driver 
jumped out of the car and started running down the road, yelling for help.  He suddenly stopped, 
staring at the figure in black standing in front of him. 
“Um, you do know that armed robbery is against the law,” Marcus said, staring at the 
would-be robber.  He looked about eighteen and Marcus figured that they were out for drug 
money.  Why else would someone try and rob a convenience store?  “And someone could have 
been seriously hurt back there.  I mean, your friend was shooting up the place like he was crazy.  
And it really kinda pisses me off that you were shooting at me.  That wasn’t very nice, now was 
it?” 
The driver nodded and squeaked out a quiet, “No sir.” 
He heard sirens in the distance and knew that he police would be there within seconds. 
“And another thing, isn’t robbing a convenience store a little cliché?  I mean, come on, 
you couldn’t be original or are you all just that stupid?” 
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Again, there was a long hesitation and then, unsure of what he was supposed to say, a 
weak, “Yes sir.” 
Marcus smiled underneath his mask.  This is fun.  He levitated the driver six feet into the 
air and brought him toward him. 
“Now, this is what you’re gonna do.  I’m gonna take you back and you and your friend 
are gonna confess to everything.  Do you understand me?  Am I making myself clear?” 
“This isn’t real,” the driver said to himself.  “Yeah, that’s it.  This is a dream.  I just got 
hold of some bad shit and I’m really trippin’.  Yeah, that’s it.” 
Marcus released his hold on the driver.  He fell to the ground.  Hard. 
“Ouch.” 
“Are you though being jerk-wad?”   
The driver nodded.   
“Good.  This isn’t a dream, it’s reality, and you’re going to do what I said.  Right?”   
The driver nodded again.   
“I’m sorry, I didn’t hear that.” 
“Yeah, I gonna do everything you said.” 
“That sounds great.  Just great.  Now let’s go” 
Marcus flew the driver back to the store and told him to walk up to front and sit and if he 
tried to run away, well, he would be there to bring him back, and this time he wouldn’t be so nice 
or gentle.  The driver ran up to the store and waited.  Scott and the other customers had already 
tied up his partner.  A second later, the first police car showed up.   
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He ran around to the back of the store, transformed back to his regular clothes used his 
powers to unlock the back door, and entered from the rear.  He then shut off the camera so that it 
wouldn’t record him coming in.  Once inside with everyone else, he turned them back on.   
When they heard the police outside, the customers slowly exited.  They handed the 
robber over to the police.  The driver was babbling to one of the policeman about how he was 
captured by an alien dressed in all black.  He went on to tell the policeman about the encounter, 
about how the tires and roof had been ripped of the car, how he shot at the alien but that he 
stopped the bullets by pointing at them.  He swore right then and there that he was no longer 
going to rob stores or do drugs.  The he was gonna live the straight life from this moment on. 
Marcus watched and listened to the driver go on and on about the alien, telling his partner 
that he also needed to go straight because he didn’t want the alien to come after him.  The police 
thought that the driver was crazy, until the found the car. 
Scott walked over to Marcus and whispered, “Good job.” 
“Thanks,” Marcus replied and inwardly smiled. 
The police hauled the two would-be robbers to jail, took everyone’s statement and let 
them go.  Marcus and Scott rode in complete silence for a few miles until Marcus broke the 
silence. 
He cleared his throat.  “Um, are you thinking what I’m thinking, right?” 
Scott turned and faced him.  “Hell, of course I am.  How long have we known each 
other?  I think you’d do a damn good job.  Of course with a little practice and some help from 
yours truly, but yeah, I say go for it.” 
Marcus nodded in agreement and looked at his friend. 
“Then I’m gonna do it.  I’m gonna be a superhero.” 
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Chapter 9 
Nathan took off his glasses and scowled at the man sitting across from him on the other 
side of his desk; his cold, hard stare drilling into the man’s soul.  The man looked down at his 
shoes, averting Nathan’s eyes.  He picked at some imaginary lint on his pants. 
“I really don’t understand what the issue is.”   
The man looked up, braving Nathan’s stare.  He quickly looked down at his shoes again. 
“I must say, it’s really disturbing.” 
“I’m sorry Nathan but it’s not as easy as all that.  I can’t just walk up to him and…” 
Nathan held up his hand, stopping the man in mid-sentence.  “Don’t bore me with 
excuses.  Just do your job and what I hired you to do.”  Nathan steepled his fingers and leaned 
forward.  “You’ve known him for years and he trusts you.  You’re in the best possible situation 
and I won’t tolerate you coming in here and telling me what you can and can not do.  Do I make 
myself clear?”     
The man squeaked out a barely audible “Yes.” 
“Do.  I.  Make.  Myself.  Clear?” 
He cleared his throat.  “Yes sir, Nathan,” he replied.   
 “Good.  Now get the hell out of here.” 
The man got up and scurried out of Nathan’s office. 
“Watch him,” Nathan said to Christina.  “Be sure he doesn’t mess this up.”   
********* 
 He walked toward the elevator and looked back at Nathan’s office.  He was disappointed 
with himself; more embarrassed and ashamed than anything else. 
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 I’ve really screwed up my life.  My life.  My family.  And on top of that, put Matthew and 
Marcus in danger, he thought to himself.   
 He got on the elevator and as usual it was crowded.  As was the custom, people observed 
elevator etiquette and stared straight ahead, avoiding eye contact with anyone.  His phone 
vibrated; it was his current wife.  Wife number four.  He didn’t answer it.  He wasn’t ready to 
talk to anyone.  Besides, she would be able to tell by the tone of his voice that something was 
wrong.  She was intuitive for a twenty-five year old. 
 If it wasn’t for my ex-wives and gambling debt I wouldn’t be in this situation.  Out of all 
the millions I make a year, I still have nothing.  And Nathan’s just the type of person to exploit 
any situation to further his ambitions.  Blackmail.  I’m actually being blackmailed.  Nathan 
would kill my family just to get what he wants.  So either way, either they get hurt or I hurt 
Matthew.  I won’t win.  There’s no way.  Guess there’s only one real solution to this whole mess.  
 He got in his car and sped out of the Vaughn Enterprises’ parking garage; the tires 
squealing and burning rubber.  His decision was final. 
In order to save his life and that of his family, Spence had only one option: betray his best 
friend.  It was either that, or risk the lives of everyone he loved, including Matthew and Marcus.  
Spence felt trapped. 
He shook his head and fought back tears as he thought of the best plan of action. 
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Chapter 10 
“You don’t know anything about soccer, do you?  You were bored, weren’t you?” 
Marcus didn’t answer right away.  After all, David did provide the tickets.  He wasn’t 
aware that David was such a huge soccer fan until he picked him up.  David had stepped out of 
the house dressed head-to-toe in blue and white, the Ion City Warriors’ colors.  The left side of 
his face was painted white while the right side was blue. 
Marcus couldn’t understand the crowd’s enthusiasm for the game. 
I’d rather watch paint dry, he thought more than once to himself.  That would be more 
exciting than soccer.   
But the consolation was that he got to hang out with David.  It really didn’t matter how 
silly he looked; the fact was that he was still handsome.  It also didn’t help that whatever cologne 
David was wearing smelled really good. 
Marcus glanced at David and then returned his attention to the road. 
“How could you tell?  Was it that obvious?” 
“Yeah, kinda.  You fell asleep a couple of times.  How, I don’t know since everyone was 
yelling.  If you hated soccer why didn’t you say something?  We could have done something 
else.” 
“It’s not like I hated it or anything,” Marcus lied.  “I guess it was just a learning 
experience for me.  Kinda wanted to hang out too.” 
“Why?” 
“I don’t know,” he lied again.  Because I wanted to spend time with you.  “Besides, 
soccer’s nothing like real football,” he continued, changing the topic. 
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“We just saw a ‘real football’ game.  If you’re talking about that game that they play here 
and call ‘football,’ well that’s the most boring game in the world.” 
“Except soccer.” 
They laughed.  “Tell you what, I’ll teach you soccer if you teach me football.”  David 
made quotation marks in the air when he said football. 
“Sounds like a plan.  But seriously, I did have a good time.  I learned something.” 
“Uh huh, like what?” 
That I do like you and am really attracted to you, Marcus thought. 
Marcus tried to think of something really quick.  “Well, let’s see. I learned that it’s a 
boring, low scoring game.” 
David stared at Marcus with a blank look on his face. 
“What?  I was just kidding.  Guess I’d have to watch it more to understand it.” 
“Yeah, well maybe we could do that sometime.” 
Damn straight if I have anything to do with it. 
Marcus cleared his throat.  “That’d be cool.  So what now?” 
“What do you mean?” 
“I mean, if you don’t already have plans…”  He paused.  “We could hang out at my place 
for awhile.  I have a PS3.  My pop doesn’t have time to play.  Scott doesn’t really like those 
kinda games so I get tired of playing with myself.”  Marcus’ eyes grew wide once he realized 
what he had said and made a quick correction.  “That didn’t come out right.  I meant by myself.” 
“That still didn’t sound all that right but I know what you meant,” David laughed.  
“That’d be cool.  You got soccer? 
Marcus glanced at David.  “Not even if they were giving it away.” 
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********* 
Marcus entered the gated community and pulled into a long driveway; the house sat back 
from the road on an acre lot.  They got out and David looked around in awe.  “Nice 
neighborhood.”   
“Thanks. I grew up here.”   
“Really?  You grew up in this house?  Wow.” 
They entered the house into a large foyer.  David looked up at the cathedral ceiling.  
“Hey, this is really nice.” 
 “It’s a little too big for me and my dad but sometimes he’ll have people over from work 
or some other bigwigs.” 
 “Huh, hey can I borrow a towel so I can wipe this stuff of my face.  You look kinda silly 
with it on when you’re at the game.” 
 “Actually, you look kinda silly at the game,” he said when he returned with a towel.  He 
tossed it to David, who wiped his face. 
 “Ha ha.  You’re very funny.  Next time, we’ll have to get all painted up.” 
 “So there’s gonna be a next time?” 
 David tossed the towel back to Marcus.  “So your dad has a lot of business meetings and 
stuff here?” he asked, changing the topic of conversation.  “That must be fun.” 
 Marcus let David get away with changing the topic, even though he made a mental note 
to bring it up again.  “No, I don’t think so.  I know it’s a lot of networking and stuff.  Basically 
getting funding for his research center.  Normally I’ll stay in my room or go to Scott’s.”  
 “What about your mom?” 
 “My mom died.” 
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“Wow.  Man, I’m sorry.” 
“Thanks.”  Marcus walked through the family room and David followed behind.  He 
grabbed a picture off of the fireplace mantel and handed it to David.   “This is her.”  He pointed 
to a striking woman standing it the middle of a seven-member group.  Marcus’ father was 
standing next to her.  They were wearing white lab coats and holding a sign that read ‘Hamilton 
Labs.’  Marcus paused and cocked his head to the side.  Although he had seen the picture a 
thousand times, he had a sense of déjà vu. 
David looked at the picture and then back at Marcus.  “This is your mom?” he said, 
pointing again at the picture.  “She’s beautiful.”  He looked at Marcus.  “You have her eyes.”  
Marcus felt his face get hot while he blushed.  “Thanks.  I wish I knew her.”  Marcus 
pointed to a man standing behind her.  “And that’s my dad.” 
David handed the picture back to Marcus.  “So your parents are scientists or something?” 
“Yeah, my dad does energy research.  Hamilton Labs.  Creative name, huh?” 
 “So it’s just your and your dad?  No brothers or sisters?” 
Marcus kicked off his shoes and shook his head.  “Nope, just me and my pop.  I’ve 
known Scott since third grade and we’ve been tight since then.  Guess you could say that he’s 
my brother.  What about you?” 
“Just a younger brother and sister.  Oh, and my parents.” 
“Want something to drink?” 
“Sure, I guess,” David replied. 
Marcus quickly grabbed two Cokes and a bag of potato chips, gave a quick tour, and then 
the two boys headed to his room. 
“This is my room.”   
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David walked in.  The room had the typical furniture: bed, dresser, desk, book shelf.  On 
the book shelf were Marcus’ football trophies and awards.  Posters of the Pittsburgh Steelers and 
New England Patriots hung on the walls.  There was also a flat screen T.V. mounted on the wall 
and David looked through Marcus’ large collection of video games and movies.   
“Pretty cool.” 
“As long as I keep it clean and don’t make too much noise, my pop leaves me alone,” 
Marcus said as he quickly picked up a pile of clothes off the floor and threw them in the closet.   
“Gives me my privacy.”  Marcus stared into David’s hazel eyes and then shifted his gaze to his 
lips.  His mouth went dry.  He had always wondered, and not for the first time, what it would be 
like to kiss a guy.  Especially David. 
David opened his mouth to speak and then closed it.  He started again, and again stopped. 
 “What?” Marcus asked. 
“Can I ask you a personal question?” 
Marcus shrugged his shoulders.  “Sure, I guess.” 
“Well, I don’t want to offend you or anything.  I was just wondering…” 
Marcus furrowed his brow.  “I don’t offend easily.  What is it?” 
They looked at each other, David wanting to ask a question, Marcus waiting to answer it. 
“Well, I had heard that…I mean, you don’t act it or look it or anything…but like I said, I 
heard some other people talking and I was wondering…” 
Marcus took a deep sigh.  He knew where this was going. 
“Look, let me save you the trouble.  Yeah, I’m gay,” he said forcefully.  I just don’t 
broadcast it to the world because it’s no body’s business.”  He glared at David.  “Why, you have 
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a problem with that?  You think I asked you over here to try something?  Well I didn’t.  Just 
thought we could hang out.” 
Caught off guard by Marcus’ tone, David took a step back. 
“I’m sorry.  Didn’t mean to piss you off or anything.” 
“So, you have a problem with that or not?” Marcus repeated. 
A flash of lighting lit up the sky, and then seconds later, the boys heard the thunder.  
Marcus peered out the window.  The sky was dark; the trees waved back and forth in the wind. 
“Looks like it’s gonna storm,” David replied, avoiding the question and averting Marcus’ 
gaze.  “Guess I should be getting home.” 
Whatever 
“Yeah, I guess you should.” 
********* 
They rode in silence; the only real conversation was David giving directions.   
“This is it.” 
Marcus pulled up to a modest ranch-style house.  David sat in the car; it had started 
raining. 
“Alright, bye,” Marcus said in an attempt to rush David out of the car. 
David looked at Marcus.  “No I don’t.” 
“What?  ‘No you don’t’ what?” 
David took a deep breath.  “You asked me if I had a problem with, you know, being gay.  
Well I don’t…” 
“Well, good for you,” he replied sarcastically.  “I’m glad you’re so enlightened.” 
“…cause I’m gay too.  And I like you.” 
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David jumped out the car and dashed to his house trying to avoid getting soaked.  Marcus 
sat with his mouth open trying to comprehend what he thought he just heard.  It took a few 
seconds to register.   He drove a few feet before he realized that the passenger door was still 
open.   
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Chapter 11 
 “Yeah, that’s what he said,” Marcus said, shrugging his shoulders.  “He told me he’s gay 
and that he likes me.” 
 “Dude, you’re kidding me.  He actually told you that?” 
 “Yeah.  He asked if I was gay and I asked him if he had a problem with gay people.  He 
didn’t answer so I thought he was being an ass.”   
“Well, that’s a good thing right?  I mean, now you know where you stand.  You like him 
and he likes you.  Maybe you could go out again and see what happens.” 
“Like what?” 
“I don’t know,” Scott replied.  “Just take it slow and see what happens.” 
“I’ve never gone out, you know, with a guy before.  It’s always been me and Vee.”  He 
looked down at the floor.  “You or Lisa talk to her lately?”   
“Naw, I haven’t.  Don’t know about Lisa.  But that’s great about you and David.  Or that 
he likes you.  Just see what happens.”   
Marcus snapped his head up as if he had had an epiphany.  “Damn,” he said under his 
breath.   
“What is it?” 
“I know where I’ve seen the costume before.  Stay here.”  He got up and ran out of the 
kitchen.  When he returned he tossed a picture to Scott.   
“What’s this?” 
“It’s my parents’ picture.  Look.” 
“What am I looking at?”  Scott compared the drawing to the picture and back. 
“Just keep looking.” 
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 Scott squinted, studied the photo, and then his mouth dropped open.  “Dude, are you 
kidding me?”  Marcus’ costume and the uniforms in the picture were exact duplicates of each 
other. 
“Dude, that’s pretty friggin’ weird.  Too weird to be a coincidence.  They’re the same 
thing.”  He looked at Marcus.  “So what’s up with that?” 
Marcus swallowed hard and shrugged his shoulders.  “I don’t know.  How come I got 
telekinetic powers and can fly, can fire energy bolts and transform my clothes into a mirror 
image of my parents’ lab uniforms?” 
“In the comics and movies, it’s usually radiation or chemicals that give people powers.  
You been around any radiation?” 
“Now when would I have ever been around radiation or dangerous chemicals?” 
“Well, maybe not you directly but what about your parents?  I mean, that whole energy 
thing…maybe you should ask your dad.” 
******** 
Marcus walked into the living room, sat down and turned on the television.  He made 
lasagna for dinner, one of his father’s favorites, in hopes of putting them both at ease for the 
conversation.  His father quickly looked up and then continued to work on his laptop.  Marcus 
sat down on the floor and pretended to be working on his iPad.  He glanced at his father out of 
the corner of his eye.  
Of course Scott was right.  He had to talk to his dad about his abilities but couldn’t come 
up with the right approach. 
“What if he freaks out or something?” he had asked Scott earlier. 
“Did he freak out when you told him you’re gay?” 
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“No, he didn’t.  But it’s one thing to say ‘Pop I like guys.’  It’s a whole other thing for me 
to say ‘Pop, I’m telekinetic and can fly.’  What would your parents say?”  
Scott thought a moment and shrugged his shoulders.  “I dunno.” 
Dr. Hamilton took off his glasses and looked at Marcus.  “Okay, son.  What’s wrong?  
You’ve been waking around here on eggshells, tiptoeing around me.  What’s on your mind?” 
“Nothing pop.  Nothing’s wrong.” 
Dr. Hamilton shook his head.  “Marcus, I’ve changed your diaper and watched you grow 
up from a baby to the young man that you are now.  I probably know you better than you know 
yourself so I know when something’s bothering you or on your mind.”   
He sat silently watching his son.  Marcus hated when his father did that.  Whenever they 
had their father-son conversations and it was a topic he wasn’t comfortable with or was a big 
deal, his father would sit and wait for Marcus to speak.  Sooner or later Marcus would crack and 
start talking.  His father employed the same tactic when Marcus came out to him. 
“Pop, um.”  He stopped and swallowed hard. 
“Yes.” 
“Pop, what was mom really like?” 
Dr. Hamilton stared at Marcus, his son having caught him off-guard.  “What?” 
“What was she like?” 
“Marcus, where is this coming from?”   
He shrugged his shoulders.  “It just popped in my head.  I was thinking about her and the 
research y’all did back then.” 
Dr. Hamilton studied his son.  He rubbed his hand over his head.  Marcus had asked once 
years ago, when he was a little boy.  He gave Marcus a brief answer, not completely lying, but 
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leaving out certain details.  Now, Marcus was old enough to understand and perhaps appreciate 
his mom’s sacrifice. “Wow, I wasn’t expecting that.”  He pinched the bridge of his nose.  
“Wasn’t expecting that at all.” 
“I was looking at that picture again.  The one above the fireplace.” 
Not knowing what picture Marcus was referring, Dr. Hamilton asked, “The one above the 
fireplace?”   
Marcus got up, went into the other room and returned with the picture.  He handed it to 
his father.  “Y’all are always wearing that uniform in the pictures.” 
“This was taken right before our last mission,” he said with sadness and nostalgia in his 
voice.  “Your mother was very beautiful.  You look a lot like her you know.  And her brains.  
Well, maybe more my brains.”  He forced a smile. 
Marcus watched his father, wondering if he had made a mistake bringing up the topic. 
“What mission?” 
“I guess it’s time for you to know.” 
“Know what, Pop?” 
“It all began when your mother and I discovered what we are calling “anti-matter energy” 
and the inner-dimensional “black hole.”  Our last mission was our last mission because your 
mother was pregnant with you.  Only a few weeks pregnant but we didn’t know.  If we had 
known, hell…”  He looked at Marcus.  “She wouldn’t have gone.   She argued with me up and 
down until I agreed she could go.” 
“Go where?” 
“We registered an energy anomaly in the ‘black hole’ which was actually a doorway to 
that dimension.  We didn’t tell anyone, fearing what the ramifications would have been.” 
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Marcus sat up straight to attention.  “Energy anomaly?” 
“Yes, an energy anomaly from that dimension.  We decided to explore it, again not 
telling anyone.”  He took a deep breath and slowly let it out.  “It was foolish and dangerous, but 
we were doing it in the name of science.  We managed to modify…” 
“Wait a minute, Pop.  Are you telling me that you and mom went to another dimension?” 
Dr. Hamilton nodded.  “Yes.  The ‘black hole’ as we called it was very much similar to a 
star gate or wormhole.  We walked through, instantly traveling to another place in time and 
space.  We were obviously scared but like I said, it was in the name of science.  It was incredibly 
dark.  Almost a velvet black.  And almost no sound.  Thankfully there was what could pass as 
oxygen so we were able to breath the ‘atmosphere’ with some assistance.”  He pointed to the 
picture.  “If it were for our suits and our equipment, I’m not sure how we would have survived in 
that environment. It was a brief trip.  We were only there for, what, about thirty minutes when 
there was an explosion.  It just appeared from nowhere.”  He sat quietly, reminiscing.  “Like a 
solar flare but not from the sun.  We never could explain what it was much less what caused it.  
In any event, it showered us in its energy cone.  That’s when we decided that it was time to 
leave.  There were just too many unknown factors for just the two of us to explore a completely 
different…universe, really. 
“We weren’t harmed and after an examination, found out that your mom was pregnant.”  
He looked at Marcus and nodded his head.  “With you.” 
Dr. Hamilton’s eyes welled up with tears, embarrassing Marcus.  He got up and went the 
kitchen, returning with a glass of water for his father. 
“Thanks.” 
“Sure,” Marcus replied in a low voice.  “Pop, we don’t have to keep talking about this.” 
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Dr. Hamilton shook his head.  “It’s time you knew.  You don’t remember your mom 
because she died shortly after you were born.” 
“How?” 
“There were…complications.  The whole ordeal…are you sure you want to hear all of 
this?” 
Marcus shook his head.  “Yeah.” 
“Your mom was sick a lot when she was pregnant,” he continued.  “More than just the 
normal morning sickness.  She had incredibly painful headaches.  Sometimes she would sit and 
cry for hours because the pain was so intense.  She was very weak.  And she had muscle cramps 
and spasms throughout her body.” 
“Why?” 
“We could never prove it.  We thought it had something to do with the inter-dimensional 
exploration but we both got clean bills of health so that was ruled out.” 
“Why did you think that?” Marcus asked. 
“We weren’t sure of what type of energy we had encountered or its effects.  Marcus, why 
do you want to know all of this?  What’s going on?” 
“Nothing’s going on.  I was just curious.  We can stop talking about it.” 
Dr. Hamilton shook his head.  “No, if I stop I’ll never be able to talk about it again.  
Better to tell you all at one time.  There were complications when you were born.  You came 
earlier than anticipated.  About a week early.  There was really no time to prep your mom for a 
C-section.  We barely made it to the hospital before you were born.  I don’t think I’ve ever 
driven that fast before in my life.  Sometimes I can still hear her screaming out in pain…”  His 
voice trailed off when he caught a glimpse of Marcus.  He looked shaken.   
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“She couldn’t handle the strain?  I killed her?” 
“No,” Dr. Hamilton replied sharply.  “Don’t you ever say or think that.  Ever.  She did 
see you though.  Got to hold you in her arms.  You should have seen how she looked at you.  She 
was the one who named you ‘Marcus’.  Stay here for a minute.  I want to show you something.” 
Dr. Hamilton left the room.  Marcus heard him rummaging around in his office.  He 
returned shortly and handed Marcus a picture.  “I had completely forgotten about this until just 
now.  It’s you and your mother shortly after you were born.  You were only a few minutes old 
then.” 
Marcus studied the picture.  Although the woman in the picture looked exhausted, tears 
streaming down her face and her hair looking like it was a bird’s nest, she was still beautiful.  “Is 
this me and mom?”  He looked up at his dad. 
Dr. Hamilton only sat and nodded his head.  
“I look like a...” he paused and noticed a faint energy aura surrounding him and his 
mother.  It could have been a trick of the light, but he suspected differently.  Especially with 
everything that had transpired in the past few days.  His stomach dropped as if someone had 
punched him, knocking the breath out of him.  “Can…can I, um, keep this?” 
“Of course.  It’s yours.  Where are you going?” 
Marcus got up and walked out of the room.  He stopped and looked back. 
“Outside.  I need some air.  And some time to think.” 
Marcus walked outside to the backyard and lay on the ground.  He stared up at the night 
sky, barely noticing the full moon and billions of stars.   
Damn, I can’t believe it.  Everything started with mom and Pop and that anti-matter 
energy.  And the same energy aura around me and mom in this picture.  There’s no way I can tell 
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Pop about my telekinesis.  He’d freak out and blame himself and mom.  Man that answers a lot 
of questions.  My getting or having powers wasn’t an accident.  I was born this way.   
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 Chapter 12 
 Marcus briefly told Scott about his conversation with his father. 
“Damn, that’s some pretty deep, scary shit.” 
“What’s ‘pretty deep, scary shit’?” Lisa asked as she approached them. 
“David,” Marcus quickly replied, changing topics.  “I think he’s avoiding me.” 
“Why?” 
Scott grabbed Lisa by the arm.  “Come on babe.  Let’s get lunch and he can tell us at the 
table.” 
 “So why?” Lisa repeated as soon as the found a table in the corner away from the crowd.  
“Why would he be avoiding you?  Did you say something to him?  How did the date go?” 
 “Well,” Marcus cleared his throat.  He looked around to confirm that no one listening.  
“You have to keep this a secret.  I mean you can’t tell anyone.” 
 “What about him?” she asked, pointing at Scott. 
 “Well, I kinda already told him.  Now just listen,” Marcus continued.  “After the game he 
came over and…” 
 “He came over?” 
 “Lisa let him finish.” 
 “Yeah, he came over now will you let me finish,” he responded impatiently.  “We got to 
my place and he kinda made me mad.  He made some comment about gay people and I asked 
him if he had a problem.  I told him that I though I should take him home.  When we got to his 
house he…” Marcus stopped and again confirmed that no one was close enough to hear him.  
“Well, he told me that he was gay and…” 
 “Shut up.” 
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 “…and that he liked me.” 
 Lisa sat stunned and looked at Scott.  “Did you know about this?”  He nodded and then 
she punched him in the arm.  “I can’t believe you didn’t tell me.” 
 “Ow, he just told me.” 
 “So Marcus, what are you gonna do?” 
  “That seems to be the question of the week for me.  First, I have to find him so that we 
can talk.” 
 “Well, speak of the devil,” Scott said as he pointed across the room.  David walked into 
the cafeteria alone. 
 The first thing Marcus noticed that David had cut his hair and was now wearing a goatee.  
He thought to himself how handsome David looked.  But that was all of the time.  Scott and Lisa 
both looked at Marcus until he got the hint. 
“Alright, I’m going.”  He got up and walked over to David.  David saw him out of the 
corner of his eye and nodded.   
“So what’s up?  You doing okay?” 
“I’m fine.  He moved closer to David and whispered, “So what’s going on?  Are you 
avoiding me?  What about what you said the other day?  Did you mean that?” 
David blushed.  “This isn’t the right time.” 
“Ok, then.  When?” 
David took a deep breath and signed.  “After school.  I’ll meet you at your locker.” 
“Are you sure?  You’re not just saying that to get rid of me are you?” 
David shook his head.  “No.  I’ll see you after school.” 
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********* 
 Marcus looked around and waited patiently for David.  As students cleared the hallway, 
he began to worry that maybe David had stood him up.  He slammed his locker door shut and 
pounded it with his fist.   
“Sorry I’m late.  I got held up.”  David noticed the dent in locker door.  “Mad, impatient, 
or both?” 
Marcus shrugged his shoulders but didn’t answer.   
“Well I haven’t been avoiding you if that’s what you think.”  David looked around the 
hallway.  “I still don’t want to talk at school if that’s cool.” 
“Yeah, that’s fine.  Where?” 
Marcus thought for a moment.  “You hungry?  We could go grab something to eat at the 
McDonald’s up the street.” 
“Sounds cool, but I’d need a ride home.” 
“I can give you one.” 
They slung their backpacks around their shoulders and walked out to Marcus’ jeep.  
David fiddled around with the music, switching back and forth between songs for background 
noise.  Marcus focused on his driving.   
The McDonald’s parking lot was packed; however they were fortunate to find one as 
soon as the pulled into the parking lot.  They walked inside and had decided that David would 
secure a booth while Marcus ordered their food.  He spotted David at the back of the restaurant, 
made is way through the crowd of people, and sat on the side of the booth facing the front.  He 
divided the food between them. 
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“Look,” David said grabbing a burger.  “I haven’t really been avoiding you.  I’m kinda 
embarrassed about what I told you.  I shouldn’t have said anything.” 
“Uh, huh.  I guess.”  Marcus took out a Quarter Pounder and took a big bite.  He stared 
David directly in the eyes. 
“So what’s this about you being gay and liking me.” 
David choked on his drink.  “Wow, right to the point, huh?” he said after he stopped 
coughing. 
“Well, you said it, I didn’t.” 
David averted his eyes and looked at the crowd.  “Well, I had heard rumors about you 
and thought you’re kinda good looking.” 
Marcus scrunched up his face.  “Kinda?” 
David laughed, more to ease the tension of the situation as opposed to the humor.  “Well, 
yeah.  I had a great time with you at the game and thought you were pretty cool.  That’s when I 
realized I liked you.  I was nervous as hell to tell you but…anyway, I decided to.” 
Marcus sat silently, continuing to stare at David, causing him to squirm in his seat.  
Marcus took a deep sigh.  “And that’s it?” he asked. 
David looked confused.  “Yeah, what else is there?” 
“You can’t just tell someone you’re gay, tell him you like him and then jump out of his 
car.  At least not until he gets to say something.”   
“Say what?” 
“Well,” Marcus began slowly.  “I also had a great time the other day.  And I like you too.  
A lot.  Don’t know if you’ve ever noticed me noticing you.” 
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“Yeah, I did.  But I’m not out like you are.  It’s hard being the new guy at school.  
There’s a lot of homophobia out there.” 
Marcus nodded.  “Tell me about it.  But it wasn’t easy for me either.  I mean I came out 
to Scott and Lisa first.  Then my dad.  They’ve all been supportive.  It didn’t bother some people.  
Some it took a long time.” 
“You’re lucky.  My family is still having problems with it.  How old were you?” 
Marcus stuffed his mouth full of fried and furrowed his brow in concentration.  “About 
fourteen,” he said after he swallowed. 
“How’d you come out?” 
Marcus shrugged his shoulders.  “I don’t know.  I just did.  It was like ‘Scott, Lisa I’m 
gay.’  With my dad it was “Pop, I have to talk to you.  I think I might be gay.” 
“And they were all fine with it.” 
“Um, yeah, I guess for the most part.”   
“You’re lucky.” 
Marcus told David about his situation with Vanessa, his coming out, and subsequent 
break-up. 
“She wasn’t supportive at all.” 
“You really didn’t think it would upset her?” 
“I didn’t know what to think.  I just couldn’t lie to her anymore.  I care about her too 
much to do that.”  
“I’ve had girlfriends but nothing major.” 
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“Hell, I’d have thought you’d have girls throwing themselves at you.  You’re really a 
good-looking guy.  And nice.  And really easy to talk to.  I’m not sure why you’re not in a 
relationship with someone.” 
David blushed.  “I could say the same thing about you.”   
Marcus’ eyes grew wide and he choked on his Coke as he noticed the couple that had just 
walked in.  The guy spotted him and David before the girl did, and he pointed them out to her.  
He whispered something to her and she shook her head “no.”  He insisted, and again she shook 
her head ‘no’ and mouthed ‘I don’t want to.’  He persisted and Marcus read his lips:  “I won’t 
start anything.  I promise.”  She looked and realizing it was a losing battle, rolled her eyes.  Then 
they started walking toward Marcus and David.  
Marcus’ blood simultaneously turned both hot and cold at the same time.  “Oh, damn, 
damn, damn.” 
“What’s wrong?  I didn’t embarrass you, did I?” 
Before Marcus could answer, a deep voice behind David said, “Hello, ladies.” 
David’s body tensed up, instantly recognizing the voice and expecting trouble. 
Raymond stopped beside the table, blocking both of them in.  He had his arm around a 
very attractive girl, who had her arm around his waist. 
Marcus ignored Raymond and said to the girl, “Hi, Vanessa.” 
She looked at her manicure and didn’t answer him. 
“What are you doing with him?” Marcus continued. 
Raymond grinned.  “Oh, you didn’t hear?  We’re a couple now.  You know, since you 
came out as a fag, she needs a real man.” 
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Vanessa poked Raymond in the ribs.  “Ray-ray, you promised that you wouldn’t start any 
trouble.” 
Ray-ray? 
Marcus raised an eyebrow.  “Are you serious?”  He wasn’t sure if he was responding to 
Raymond telling him that he and Vanessa were a couple or that she had called him ‘Ray-ray’. 
“Does your other boyfriend know that you’re cheating on him with this douche bag?” 
“You’re an idiot,” said David. 
Raymond glared at him.  “I’m talking to your boyfriend and will deal with you in a 
moment, so shut the fuck up.”  
David started to stand up but Marcus interjected, “Don’t let him get to you.”  Then he 
returned his attention to Raymond.   “You better shut your mouth.”  Marcus smiled.  “Or I’ll 
slam you against the wall and give you another black eye.” 
Raymond’s grin disappeared from his face and he bent down nose-to-nose with Marcus. 
 “It was a lucky punch.  If I’d been prepared, I’d have kicked your ass.  And don’t worry, 
a beat down is coming.”  He nodded.  “Not gonna do it know ‘cause of Vanessa being here.  But 
it’s coming.” 
 “You better get outta my face right now.” 
 The two of them stared at each other like they were in a Mexican-standoff. 
 “Hi, I’m David,” he said to Vanessa, changing topics and trying to diffuse the situation.  
He held out his hand. 
 She looked at it but didn’t shake his hand.  Instead she said, “I know who you are” in an 
irritated voice.  David put his hand down. 
 “It’s probably a date.  Don’t they look all cozy together?” 
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 She glanced between them and then opened her eyes wide in shock.  “Is this a date?” she 
screamed.  Everyone in the restaurant got quiet and looked in their direction.  “Are you kidding 
me?”  Marcus noticed the sadness and anger cross her face. 
 “Why are you listening to him?  He’s just trying to start trouble.” 
 “I notice you didn’t answer my question.”  She pointed to David.  “Are you out on a date 
with him?” 
 Marcus looked at David, who so subtly shook his head and mouthed ‘no’ that Vanessa 
and Raymond didn’t see him. 
 Marcus thought and then said, “He’s a friend if that’s what you’re asking.” 
 She glared at Marcus and gave David a disgusted look.   
“I outta kick your ass right now just for the hell of it,” Raymond said.  He took a step 
toward Marcus, who smiled.  Raymond was standing in the perfect spot and the temptation was 
too good to resist.  He didn’t have to concentrate or focus much, just a minor effort. 
  Marcus’ supersized Coke flew off the table, striking Raymond in the crotch.  A huge 
wet spot spread across his front, as if he had wet himself.  Marcus and David laughed out loud.  
A group restaurant customers sitting at a nearby table, turned, saw Raymond’s pants, and starting 
laughing.  This started a domino effect as more and more people looked to see what the 
commotion was all about.  Some snickered, some pointed, but almost everyone took notice.  He 
looked down at the spot, turned beet-red and tried to cover it up.   
He glared at Marcus.  “You did that on purpose.” 
Marcus shrugged his shoulders.  “Did what?  You’re the one who just wet his pants.  
What, are you so scared of me that you wet your pants?” 
“I’ll show you who’s scared.” 
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 Vanessa grabbed Raymond by the arm.  “Come on Ray-ray.  He’s not worth it and I’ve 
lost my appetite.”  
 She led him out of the restaurant.  He turned around one last time and made a slashing 
motion across his throat.  “You and me buddy.  You and me.  Just wait.” 
Marcus laughed and flipped him off. 
Raymond started back toward Marcus and David.  Vanessa dragged him out the door.  
They walked out, leaving Marcus and David alone.  Marcus was stunned at what had just 
happened.  Did she really like Raymond? 
 “I’m sure she didn’t mean it like that.”  Marcus looked at David.  “That you’re not worth 
it,” he continued.   
 “Yeah she did.”  He watched them walk up to Raymond’s car.  “I’ll be right back,” he 
said and ran after them before David could respond. 
 Marcus caught up to them.  “Hey can I talk to you for a moment.”  He glared at 
Raymond.  “Alone.”   
“Hey, she don’t want anything to do with you.  She don’t want you.” 
 “It’s okay Ray-ray.”  
 They walked a few feet and stopped in the parking lot. 
“You have five minutes.” 
“What, we’re gonna do this right in the middle of the parking lot?” 
She held up her hand showing five fingers.  “Five.  Minutes.” 
 “Whatever.”  He pointed across the parking lot to Raymond.  “You and him.” 
 She sucked her teeth.  “You and him?” she said pointing to the restaurant.   
Harrison Page 92  
 Marcus shook his head.  “I told you that we’re just friends.” 
 “That’s David Garcia.  He doesn’t have any friends.” 
 “Well, he does now.” 
 Vanessa glanced over at Raymond, who was watching them like a hawk.  Then she saw 
David step outside. 
 “Looks like your ‘friend’ is waiting for you.”  She made quotation marks in the air when 
she said ‘friend.’ 
 Marcus sighed.  “Vanessa, I don’t want to be enemies with you.  I’d like for us to be 
friends.” 
 “Like you and David?  No, Marcus we can’t be friends.  You really hurt me.  Do you 
know how stupid I felt?  Feel.  You used me.” 
 “I didn’t use you,” he said shaking his head.  “But I think you’re intentionally trying to 
hurt me by being with Raymond.” 
 She crossed her arms.  “Oh, like you tried to hurt me when decided you were gay.” 
 “I told you it’s not…” 
 “Whatever,” she said cutting him off.  “You know what?  Ray-ray…” 
 “Don’t call him that.” 
 She gave Marcus a look as if he had told her that he had sprouted wings and could fly. 
 “Um, you seem to forget that we’re no longer a couple so I can do whatever I damn well 
please.  Ray-ray may have his faults and not be perfect, but he’ll be more than a man than you 
any day.  Now your better get back to your date.” 
 “Raymond doesn’t even like black people.  He’s using you to get back at me for giving 
him a black eye the other day.” 
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 “No, he doesn’t like you.” 
 Marcus took a step toward Vanessa.  “Why are you being so mean and hateful?  I don’t 
understand.” 
 Her face contorted as she tried not to cry.  “Marcus,” she said, her voice cracking.  “I 
loved you…” 
 He shook his head.  “Don’t.” 
 “I loved you,” she started over again.  “And you embarrassed me.  In front of the whole 
school.”  Tears started streaming down her face.  “Do you have any idea how you made me feel?  
How much you hurt me?  Do you?” 
 Marcus didn’t respond. 
 “Some people are even joking that I turned you gay.  That you hated being with me so 
much that I turned you against women.” 
 “Vanessa, I really didn’t mean to hurt you.  I just wasn’t being honest with myself.”  He 
reached out for her hand.  “I’m sorry.” 
 She snatched her hand away from, not wanting him to touch her. “It’s too late, Marcus.  
It’s too late.”  She wiped her eyes with her sleeve.  “I will never forgive you for what you did to 
me.  Never.  I hate you and I’d appreciate it if you never speak to me again.  Never, ever.  I’m 
tired of crying over you.  You’re not worth it.”  
 She spun around and left Marcus standing alone. 
He called after her, “Vanessa.  Vanessa,” but she didn’t turn around.  She hugged 
Raymond, put her head on his chest and started crying.  He looked at Marcus and gave him a 
wicked smile. 
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Marcus watched them drive off, his hands in his pocket.   He watched her walk away 
numb from the ice pick that she had plunged in his heart. 
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Chapter 13 
 David walked up and stood beside Marcus.   
“So that was your ex, huh?” he asked quietly. 
“Yeah.” 
He studied Marcus’ face and noticed that his eyes had teared up.  He gently placed his 
hand on his shoulder.  “You gonna be okay?” 
 Marcus shook his head.  “No.”  He turned to David.  “You ready to go?” 
 “Sure.  I should be getting home anyway.” 
 They walked to Marcus’ jeep and pulled out of the parking lot.  David kept glancing at 
Marcus who had pained, dejected look on his face.  He placed his left hand gently on Marcus’ 
right and gave it a slight squeeze; he yanked his hand away. 
 “Sorry.” 
 Marcus looked at David.  “No, I’m sorry.  Sorry for that whole mess back there and that 
you had to see all of that.”  He wiped his eyes.  “Thanks for being concerned, though.” 
 “Sure, no problem.” 
 “Can I ask you a question?” Marcus asked. 
 David shrugged.  “Yeah.” 
 “How come you didn’t want me to tell Vanessa that we were on a date?” 
 “Cause we weren’t” 
 Marcus raised an eyebrow. 
“ We were just two guys hanging out.  Don’t get me wrong.  I like you a lot.  But we 
haven’t know each other that long.” 
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 “So, how do you know you like me?” 
 “How do you know you like me?” David shot back. 
 Marcus smiled.  “I never said I did.” 
 “True.  So do you?” 
 Marcus nodded.  “Yeah I do…” 
 “There’s a ‘but’ in there somewhere.” 
 “I…I’ve never like had a relationship with a guy.  I’m not sure how.” 
 They rode in silence for a few moments and then David asked, “You’re not over her yet, 
are you?” 
 “Why’d you ask that?” 
 “I don’t know.  Just a feeling.” 
 Marcus pulled in front of David’s house.  “That’s fair.  She meant a lot to me and I want 
to make sure she’s okay.” 
 “So who’s gonna make sure that you’re okay?” 
 Not wanting to face David, Marcus looked out the driver’s side window. 
 “Guess I should be getting home,” he said.  “Got a lot of homework.” 
 Hurt and confused, David grabbed his stuff.  “Sure,” he stammered.  “I got homework 
too.”  He got out and shut the door. 
 “I’ll give you a call,” Marcus said and then pulled away, leaving David in his driveway 
before he had a chance to could respond. 
He wasn’t in the mood to deal with David and his feelings for him.  Not now after his 
encounter with Vanessa.  He still couldn’t believe what she had said to him.  Even though they 
hadn’t seen each other in awhile, he still cared for her, even after she had ripped his heart from 
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his chest.  Could he allow himself to get involved with anyone else, especially David?  Sure he 
liked David, but he liked Marcus a whole lot more.  He had made that obvious.  What if 
something did develop between them?  Would he be able to deal with all of the crap he’d get 
from people?  Not because he’s gay but because he was in a relationship?  Did he even want to 
go that route with David?  What would that be like and what would it entail?  Too many 
confusing thoughts cascaded through his head.  It was too overwhelming for him so he allowed 
himself to zone out. 
Then he realized…he never answered David’s question.  Even more importantly, did he 
want to? 
 
 
  
